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AN    I  N  K  M  N  (\ 

'T^IIKO'  my  uiuxrtain  heart  a  moody  tidi- 
-■-       Of  mere  emotion  cvt-rmorc  doth  steal. 

I'Mcckt  with  shiniiiK  passions  that  appeal 
I-or  solace  that  is  evermore  denied. 
Hilt  as  the  waters  that  elusive  ^lide 

Thro"  lonely  forests  doubtful  yet  reveal 

Some  Ocean  faith— so  unafraid  I  feel 
To  test  with  Death  this  heart  unsatisfied. 

And  from  that  tide  thro'  late  haphazard  years 

I've  Rather'd  cry.stall'd  words  .sometimes— like  these: 
Things  marvell'd  out  from  many  memories;— 

Cncanny  songs,  wherein  withal  one  hears 
Some  overtone  of  happier  melodies, 

Or  rhythm  falling  from  enchanted  spheres. 
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I. 


T  TP  from  a  sea  that  was  Celtic, 
^      On  a  midsummer  night  of  old, 
A  fairy  rose  in  the  moonlij^ht 

Where  the  swooning  waters  roH'd 
To  a  crag  that  was  crown'd  with  a  castle, 

Irregular,  round  and  high — 
The  castle  hold,  embattled, 

Of  days  gone  b\'. 

II. 

And  a  piper  paced  the  ramparts 

In  his  own  clan-tartan  clad, 
With  the  ancient  arms  accoutred 

That  his  father's  father  had  ; 
And  the  pipes  that  he  play'd  were  chanting 

Of  valor  and  Highland  pride — 
To  the  tune  of  them  kings  had  conquer 'd. 

And  heroes  died. 

III. 

Tho'  only  a  lad  come  twenty. 

He  could  hold  with  any  man, 
And  well  was  he  taught  in  the  music, 

And  well  could  he  lead  his  clan  ; 
And  the  gallant  air  he  was  playing 

He  play'd  as  never  before — 
Then  he  ceased  and  drew  from  its  scabbard 

His  bright  claymore. 
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IV. 

And  he  waved  it  aloft,  exulting 

In  the  promise  of  coming  years, 
And  feats  of  arms  and  ^\oTy 

Got  from  the  shock  of  spears  ; 
All :  the  glint  of  that  Jewell' d  claymore 

That  his  father's  father  had— 
'Twill  be  handled  with  hcmor  surely 

By  that  gay  lad  I 

V. 

Bui  O,  my  Bonnie,  my  Bonnie  I 

What  sound  is  this  in  thine  ears, 
That  no  man  nor  maid  in  the  castle 

Xor  drousing  warder  hears  .' 
What  music  around  thee  is  rising? 

What  orient  notes  unknown  ? 
O  out  on  the  sea  what  is  singing 

Bv  the  lone — hv  the  lone  ? 


VI. 
In  a  ma/.e  he  listen'd  unmoving 

Thro'  the  long  sweet  .summer-night 
To  the  .song  of  the  water-kelpie, 

Till  the  moon  sank  out  of  sight  : 
And  the  kitchen  maids  of  the  castle 

Found  him,  at  break  of  day. 
As  they  thought,  on  the  ramparts,  drunken 

lie  was  fey — he  was  fey  I 
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VI  I. 

And  the  thrall  of  a  lordly  ambition, 

And  the  combat  for  lands  and  gold, 
And  titles  and  trinkets  of  honor, 

And  things  that  are  lx)Ught  and  sold, 
O  thereafter  he  held  them  so  lightly  ! 

But  aye  as  he  went  on  his  way, 
Of  a  song  he  would  be  singing  : 

He  was  fey — he  was  fey  ! 

VIII. 

The  chieftain  of  all  most  gentle, 

Most  ready  with  loyal  sword. 
But  not  in  the  years  did  he  prosper, 

And  he  fail'd  of  the  World's  reward  ; 
His  king  gave  his  lands  to  a  stranger, 

And  his  lady  was  faithless,  they  say  ; 
And  he  died  in  a  battle,  forgotten — 

Well-a-day — well-a-day  ! 

IX. 

Comes  something  akin  to  a  feeling 

That  no  language  of  men  can  de6ne, 
Not  to  one  in  a  million  revealing 

Its  meaning  by  symbol  or  sign. 
But  told  of  in  Sagas  ami  olden 

Legends  of  longing  and  weir — 
A  sound  in  a  silence  too  golden 

For  many  to  hear. 

Till 


X. 

Moments  remote,  unimagin'd, 

That  come  and  j,o  in  a  breath, 
Thro'  the  light  of  long  days  uneventful, 

In  the  pallor  of  innuinent  death  ; 
In  the  fire  of  some  red  revolution, 

Perchance  in  the  tapers'  shine 
On  some  extravagant  altar, — 

Some  say  in  wine. 

XI. 

No,  matter,  if  only — if  only 

That  sound  from  the  silence  it  brings  ; 
That  ray  from  the  occult  reunion 

Found  in  the  finish  of  things  ; 
I^nfitted  thereafter,  exalted. 

Uncaring,  they  pass  among  men. 
And  the  World,  as  they  knew  it,  is  never 

The  same  again. 

XII. 

Once,  in  the  dull  way  of  mortals, 

As  I  lay  in  a  stuix)r,  I  felt, 
As  I  fancied,  the  palpable  portals 

Of  darkness  commingle  and  melt 
Away  into  somnolent  gardens, 

Hidden  forever  from  day  : 
Ah  !  from  them  I  never  would  waken, 

Could  I  stay — could  I  .stay  ! 


XIII. 

Could  I  dream  within  arbors  Lethean, 

Where  the  poppies  that  nod  in  the  night 
Have  yielded  at  last  to  the  perfume 

Of  roses  enchantingly  white  ; 
Where  Morphia  lies,  and  her  lore  is 

Reveal' d,  and  her  secrets  are  told 
In  fragments  of  fathomless  stories 

Forgotten  of  old  ! 


XIV. 

O  souls  made  fit  for  the  losing 

Of  all  that  the  World  implies, 
Yet  who  tread  not  the  jiathway  of  heroes, 

Nor  of  saints  that  agonize, 
What  vision  is  this  that  you  treasure 

Like  children,  until  you  are  gray? 
Elusive,  alluring  forever, — 

You  are  fey — you  are  fey  ! 
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LOXKSOMK    BAR 
I. 

/^UT  of  the  North  there  rang  a  cry  of  Gold  ! 
^^And  all  the  spacious  regions  of  the  West, 
From  rugged  Caribou  to  where  the  crest 
Of  Mexican  Sierras  mark  the  old 
Franciscan  frontiers,  caught  the  regal  sound, 
And  echo'd  and  re-echo'd  it,  till  round 
The  eager  World  the  rumor  of  it  roll'd  : 
How  Kldorado  once  again  was  found 
Where  stretch  Canadian  plains,  forlorn  and  rude, 
Hard  upon  the  iron-temper'd  Arctic  solitude. 

II. 
Then  woke  the  vanguard  of  adventurers. 
Who  fret  their  souls  against  the  trammel'd  ways 
And  measur'd  hours  of  these  exacting  days  ; 
They  heard  the  call— the  pirate  call  that  stirs 
To  reach  for  easy  gold  in  regions  new  ; 
That  once  from  lazy  Latin  cities  drew 
Pizarro  and  his  pious  plunderers, 
And,  later,  many  a  buccaneering  crew 
To  sail  their  curly  ships  across  the  foam 
And  loot  the  Spanish  galleons  upon  the  run  for  home. 

III. 
So  rake  the  annals  of  the  knave  Romance — 
The  breed  will  not  die  out  !     The  fatal  stars 
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That  sway  the  line  of  loose  Irregulars 
Forevennore  'gainst  hazard  circumstance, 
Illumin'd  thro'  those  triple  golden  years 
A  trail  of  splendid  hopes  and  ghastly  fears, 
Where  only  now  Aurora  gleams  askance 
On  the  twinkling  frosted  bones  of  pioneers  ; 
But  it  's  oh  !  for  savage  lands  alight  with  spoil — 
For   ventures    grim   and    treasure-trove   on   a   stark, 
unheard-of  soil  ! 

IV. 

And  I  went  with  the  crowd  who  took  the  trail 
Over  the  icy  Chi'coot  ;  side  by  side 
Who  tugg'd  and  toil'd  and  topp'd  the  White  Divide, 
Rafted  it  to  Tagish,  and  set  sail 
Down  the  rapid  Yukon  long  before 
The  main  rush  reach'd  the  mines.     'Twas  no  more 
To  me  than  some  new  game  of  head-and-tail 
To  gamble  on  ;  but  we  drank  deep,  and  swore. 
Around  uproarious  camp-fires,  that  we'd  find 
Our  fortunes  on  the   Klondike  creeks   or  leave  our 
bones  behind. 

V. 

But  there  was  a  hoodoo  on  me  from  the  first ; 
Tho'  everywhere  I  .saw  the  yellow  glance 
Of  other's  gold,  I  .seem'd  to  stand  no  chance 
Locating  claims  ;  the  hot,  moscjuito-curst 
And  scurvy  days  went  empty-handed  by. 
No  matter  what  I'd  do  or  where  I'd  tr>-  ; 
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And  every  day  in  passing  seem'd  the  worst, 
Until  the  last  day  faded  from  the  sky, 
And  the  lonj;,  inexorable  Night  had  come, — 
Inlocked  with  cold,  and  weird  stars,  and  dumb  as  a 
corpse  is  dumb. 

VI. 

I  work'd  a  while  that  Winter  on  a  lay  ; 
Sixty  below,  and  sleeping  in  snow-bank'd  tents,— 
Say,  that  was  the  hardpan  of  experience  ! 
Just  earning  enough  to  live,  and  make  a  play 
On  some  infernal  card  that  never  won  ; 
Or  easy  by  .some  dance-hall  beauty  done 
For  all  the  dust  I  had — you  know  the  way  : 
Snow-blind  once,  once  frozen  to  the  bone, 
While  mushing  with  the  mails  betv.een  the  creeks  ; 
Then  typhoid  laid  me  on  my  back  delirious  for  weeks. 

VII. 

The  river-ice  was  breaking  in  the  Spring 
When  first  I  heard  them  tell  of  Loucsome  Bar,— 
A  haggard  region  hidden  in  the  far 
Blank  reaches  of  the  North  pasi  reckoning. 
But  the  Sun  was  warm  again,  'twas  afternoon. 
And  I  was  lounging  in  the  Log  Saloon, 
Ready  lO  turn  my  hand  to  anything, 
Wheu  in  two  strangers  came  with  a  tale  that  .soon 
Drew  round  the  restless  crowd,  forever  fond 
Of  newer  strikes,  and  farther  fields,  and  the  luck  of 
things  beyond. 
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VIII. 

And  well  within  an  hour  the  rnsh  Ix-'Ran, 

I-'or  the  stranj;ers  spoke  of  fortunes  in  a  day  ; 

Careless  show'd  us  nuRj;ets  that  would  weiph 

A  pound  or  more,  and  told  how  every  man 

At  Lonesome  Bar  had  sacks  of  iheni.     Stampede  ! 

Already  the  sleds  are  out,  and  the  huskies  lead, 

Uneasy  at  their  traces  in  the  van, 

And  yelping  'gainst  the  time  the  packers  need  : 

Stampede  I    vStampede  !    All  hangs  on  the  moment's 

haste, — 
And  it's  every  man  and  dog  for  himself  on  the  endless 

Arctic  waste  ! 

IX. 

But  the  fever  shook  me  still  in  every  bone  ; 
Times  I'd  feel  my  legs  l)end  under  me, 
And  every  sinew  loosen  utterly  ; 
And  so  I  fell  behind.     Vet  all  alone 
I  mush'd  along  for  a  month  as  best  I  could, 
And  every  mile  I  made  was  to  the  good, 
For  th  •  '.rail  of  tho.se  ahead  in  the  bleak  unknown 
I'd  savvy  enough  to  keep.     At  la.st  I  stood 
One  day  on  a  rocky  bluff,  outworn  and  weak, 
And  .saw  beneath  me  Lonesome  Bar,  at  the  bend  of 
Boulder  Creek. 

X. 

Ah  !  well  I  mind  the  evening  that  I  came  ! 
The  month  was  June,  nigh  ripen'd  to  July, 
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And  the  hour  was  mulniRht,  yet  the  Western  sky 

From  the  horizontal  Sun  was  all  aflame, 

When  with  my  empty  pack  I  sauntered  down 

The  one  lon^'  tented  street  that  made  the  town, 

Hungry  and  sick— sick  of  a  losing  ganie, 

And  broke  for  the  price  of  a  whiskey-straight  to 

drown 
The  ragged  thoughts  a  limping  thro'  my  brain  - 
Till  I  saw  a  crowd  and  went  iK-sidi-  to  hear  what  news 

again. 

XL 

And  there  was  a  gaunt  old  ruffiaji,  shagg\  -brow'd. 
Who  on  a  barrel,  as  far  as  I  could  tell, 
Ranted  in  drunken  ecstasy  of  Hell  I 
They  suited  well  his  theme — that  Klondike  crowd  : 
Men  dogg'd  by  shadows  of  despair  and  crime. 
With  women  reckless  of  all  aftertime  ; 
Miners,  traders,  villains  una\ow'd, 
And  nondescript  of  every  race  and  clime  ; 
With  the  red  police  of  Canada  beside — 
For  they  keep  tab  on   everything  clear  down  to  the 
Arctic  tide. 

XII. 

Bat  Hell  '     What  use  had  I  for  Hell  that  night  ? 
And  sullen  I  turn'd  away,  when  I  felt  a  whack 
From  a  heavy  open  hand  upon  my  back. 
And,  turning  quick,  my  doubtful  eyes  caught  sight 
Of  a  college  chum  of  mine — one  Julien  Roy — 
Whom  I'd  not  seen  for  years.     Christ  !  'twas  joy 
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To  scf  the  face  of  liiin  a^aiti,  and.  citiite 
In  his  old  way,  to  licar  liitii  say,  "  Old  boy  ' 
N'ou're  down  on  yonr  hick  I  sec  '    Come  on  up  town, 
Where  wc  can  talk  and   have  something  to  eat,   and 
something  to  wash  it  down  I  " 

\in. 
'Twas  like  tlie  sudden  shinin;;  of  the  Sun  ! 
The  flowers  for>;otten  of  old  fellowship 
Went  all  abloom  a^ain,  -there  seem'd  to  slip 
A  weight  of  wasted  years  and  deeds  ill-done 
IMumb  down  and  out  of  my  life,  with  chatice  to  try 
The  upward  trail  a^'ain,  where  he  and  I 
Could  venture  yet  the  highest  to  be  won, 
Could  let  the  very  thought  of  failure  die, 
And  wea\e  into  our  lives,  from  ravell'd  ways, 
That  cord  of  gold  we  talk'd  about  in  the  far ofT  college 
days. 

xiv. 

For  Julien  was  a  gentleman  all  through  ; 
He  stak'd  me  tlien,  when  I  had  not  a  cent, 
Braced  me  up  and  shared  witli  me  his  tent. 
And  help'd  in  every  way  a  friend  could  do. 
As  to  the  fortune  that  is  ours  to-day, 
I  stumbled  on  it  in  the  chancy  way 
That  all  things  come  to  me  ;   I  cut  in  two 
The  likeliest  claim  I  found,  ask'd  Jule  to  stay, 
And  work  it  with  me,  share  and  share  alike, — 
And  in  a  month  at   Lonesonie  Bar  'tv/as  rank'd  the 
richest  strike. 
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w. 

One  (lay  I  kft  liim  working;  oti  the  claim, 
I  had  to  buy  supplies  down  at  the  Uar. 
Whtn  j)as,siti^'  hy  the  daiicf  hall  Alca/ar, 
Topmost  oil  its  hoard  I  nad  a  name. 
"  Hfulah.  the  Sin>,Mnn  C.irl  "  I     The  lesser  iiRhts, 
The  DoKatis.  with  Obesity  in  tights, 
And  the  boneless  Acrobat    -same  old  Raint — 
'Twas  not  for  them  I  stay'd,  nor  clownisli  sights, 
But  I  watited  to  liear  a  son^  -a  son^;  to  make 
The  feel  of  yonn>;er  da_\s  come  back   until  my  heart 
should  ache. 

xvi. 

Something  went  wron^;  with  me  that  tiiK'lit,  I  know  ; 
And  yet  "fore  God  I  would  not  set  it  right 
For  all  the  North  and  all  its  gold  in  sight  ! 
White  she  was  all  over,  like  the  snow- 
That  on  the  glacier  in  the  mooidight  lies, 
And  lis.some  as  a  panther  when  it  spies 
Its  (piarry  where  the  forest  branches  low  : 
But  the  luring  of  her  d.  L-p  illuinin'.l  eyes, 
And  voice  voluptuous  v.ith  all  desire, 
And  somewhat  el.se  beyond  all  that  fair  set  my  .soul 
on  fire. 

X\II. 

For  Bculah  sang  a  ballad  to  me  then. 
Of  perilous  tune,  ,so  put  to  velvet  rime, 
'Twa.-i  sure  the  kind  that  sirens  in  old  time 
Sang  from  the  weedy  rocks  to  .sailor- men  ; 
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Aiui  all  tlie  while  licr  eyes  shone  splendidly 
At  something  far  too  fine  for  us  to  see  ; 
Hut  oh  I  at  the  ending  of  the  ballad,  when 
Those  eyes  sank  down  to  rest  alone  on  nie, 
I'-ull  well  for  one  such  glance  of  hers  I  knew 
I'd  tip  my  hat   to  her  conunand  for  all  that  a  man 
may  do. 

XVIII. 

And  so  enai.ior'd  on  the  instant  grrnvn, 
I  sprang  to  meet  her  when  the  song  was  done  ; 
She  met  me  wondrous  kind  ;   then  one  by  one 
The  others  drew  aside,  while  we,  alone, 
Crush'd  from  the  moments,  in  our  eagerness, 
A  wine  of  many  years,  as  one  would  press 
vSudden  the  rii)en'd  grapes.     Ah  1  we  had  known, 
In  some  strange  way  that  I'm  too  old  to  guess, 
A  dream  of  life  between,  I  know  not  how, 
That  link'd  her  alien  s  oul  to  mine  with  a  dream  out- 
lasting vow  I 


XIX. 

Vou  know  how  goes  the  custom  of  the  Camp  ; 

How  swift  the  wooing  where  the  pace  is  set 

To  live  all  in  the  hour— and  then  forget  ! 

The  midnight  moon  shone  pale,  like  an  onyx  lamp 

Hung  in  the  amber  twilight  of  the  sky, 

When  we  went  forth  together,  she  and  I, 

And  open'd  yellow  wine,  whose  yellow  stamp 

Won  high  approval  from  the  rascals  dry 


Who  plcdg'd  lis  o'er  and  o'er,  upon  the  chance 
To  waste   in   regions   barhannis   that   vintage   of   ohl 
France. 


XX. 

The  first  ones  of  the  North  still  tell  of  it  : 

That  was  the  night  the  Lucky  Swede  made  hold 

To  bid  for  Beulah  all  her  weight  in  gold  ; 

And  when,  from  mere  caprice,  my  side  she  (juit, 

And  challenged  him  to  make  the  ofTer  good, 

With  iron  pans  and  a  beam  and  a  chunk  of  wood 

A  rough-and-ready  balance  soon  was  fit, 

And  the  Swede  brought  up  his  gold  where  Hculali 

stood , 
And    gainst  her  weiglit  upon  the  other  scale 
He   piled   his  buckskin-sacks,  while  I —saw  red,   but 
watch 'd  the  sale. 


XXI. 

In  all  my  life  I  never  felt  so  broke  ; 
But  when  the  balance  quiver'd  evenly, 
She  threw  a  kiss  to  him — and  came  to  mc. 
And  my  heart  went  all  a-tremble  as  she  spoke  : 
"  Ole,  you're  a  sp^jrt  alright— for  a  Swede  ! 
But  I  think  this  Sourdough  here's  the  man  I  need  ; 
I  only  play'd  to  leave  him  for  a  joke  ; 
Let's  call  it  off — and  the  drinks  on  me  I      Agreed  ? '' 
Since  then  for  me  there's  l)een  no  other  girl — 
And  all  the  boys  .shook  hands  on  it,  and  things  began 
to  whirl. 
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XXII. 

And  it's  something  worth,  even  in  memory, 
To  linger  thro'  those  ample  hours  again. 
It  may  not  be  the  .same  with  other  men, 
But  clear  on  the  topmost  waves  of  revelry 
The  soul  of  me  was  lifted  cool  and  clean. 
Silent — to  feel  the  surge  of  what  had  been  : 
Content — to  weigh  the  evil  yet  to  be  : — 
Then  Beulah's  arms  closed  warm  and  white  between, 
And  I  let  go  of  all  in  her  embrace. 
And  for  a  time  escaped  from  Time  and  the  latitudes 
of    'pace. 

XXIII. 

And  the  last  was  a  sense  of  .sound — a  tremulo. 
So  vagrant,  .sweet  and  low,  'twas  like  the  thin. 
Continual  twinkling  tune  of  a  mandolin 
To  mellow-toned  guitars  in  Mexico, 
Where  lovers  pace  the  plaza  by  the  sea  ; 
Where  the  deep  Pacific  phosphoresceutly 
Goes  rolling  smoothly  'neath  the  Moon,  as  tho' 
The  influence  of  her  yellow  witchery 
Thro   all  the  .sparkling  waters  oil  the  Main 
Had  sunken,    sunken,   drunken   down    like    limitless 
champagne. 

XXIV. 

Slowly  I  woke.     The  last  of  the  stars  had  fled  : 
Only  beside  me  Beulah  murmur'd  "Stay  !  " 
And  kLss'd  me,  sleepy-eyed.     But  early  day 
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Chills  all  of  that  somehow  ;   I  turned  instead, 
Thinking  to  leave  her  dreaming,  I  confess  ; 
Yet  even  in  chat  gray  light  her  loveliness, 
And  certain  drowsy  dulcet  words  she  said, 
Chann'd  my  heart  to  hers  in  a  last  caress — 
Chained  if  you  like,  and  clinch'd  with  a  parting  smile— 
What  then?     In  the  round  of  the  World  I've  found 
naught  else  so  well  worth  while. 


XXV. 

Far  up  a  v  Hey.  where  the  summer-rills 
Ivong  age    thro'  the  glacial-drift  have  roli'd, 
I  work'd  in  gravel  studded  thick  with  gold 
For  days  and  days  on  the  double-shift  that  kills. 
Vei  oft,  to  hear  the  echoes  ring  and  stir 
That  vacant  valley  like  a  dulcimer, 
I  flung  her  name  again.st  the  naked  hills. 
And  crimson'd  all  the  air  with  thoughts  of  her  ; 
While  'moag  the  fair  returning  .stars  I'd  .see 
Pale  phantoms  of  her  chill,  sweet  face  receding 
endlessly, 

XXVI. 

Till  I  could  stand  the  pull  of  it  no  more  ; 

I,  who  as  a  fool  knew  every  phase 

Of  woman's  lighter  love,  and  love's  light  ways, 

Had  felt  no  pas^sion  like  to  this  before. 

As  the  lo.st  drunkard's  longing  at  its  worst. 

And  keen  as  the  craving  of  the  opium-curst, 

Was  the  elemental  lust  that  overbore 
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My  VL'iy  body  till  it  ^asp'd  ;ithirst, 
As  one  in  sonic  fierce  desert  dying  dreams 
Of   snouy  peaks  and   valleys   green  with    unavailing 
streams. 

XXVII. 

And  Ji'licn,  good  old  Julien,  knowing  all, 
Pretended  not  to  know,  hut  said  he  guess' d 
That  I  had  overworked  myself,  and  best 
La>  ofT  a  siK'H  in  town.     Then  I  let  fall 
My  useless  tools,  and  wash'd  and  got  in  trim 
For  the  long  ten  miles  ahead.     The  trail  was  .slim, 
And  crawl'd  at  times  'gain.st  .some  .sheer  granite  wall, 
Or  lost  itself  'mong  boulders  huge  and  grim  ; 
But  dreaming  of  her  I  pick'd  a  buoyant  way', 
Descending  easy  to  the  i5ar  at  ending  of  the  day. 

XXVIII. 

That  region  was  abandon'd  years  ago. 
And  Lonesome  Bar  is  to  the  wild  again, 
Vet  .still  it  haunts  me  as  I  saw  it  then  :— 
Far  up  in  the  banner'd  We.st  a  crim.son  glow, 
And  a  .silver  crescent  on  it.s  edge  aslant, 
With  jewell'd  Venus  sinking  jubilant 
Thro'  oj^al  spaces  of  the  vault  below  ; 
Then  goblin  rocks  and  waterfalls  and  scant 
Green  tamarac  around  the  white  marquee 
Where  Heulah  lodg'd— and  tliere  was  ending  of  the 
trail  for  me. 
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XXIX. 

Ending  of  the  trail— for  she  was  there  ! 
Sylph-like  I  .  iw  her  figure  thro"  the  ha/e 
Made  of  the  twilight  and  the  camp-fire  hla/e  ; 
And  the  piney  odors  passing  thro'  the  air 
So  pure  I  took  for  random  kisses  blown 
From  her  red  mouth  to  mine,  while  yet  unknown 
My  whereabouts  ;  ♦.hen  wholly  unaware 
I  stole  upon  her  standing  there  alone, 
And  sudden  she  was  mine  without  appeal, 
And  lip  to  lip  within  my  arms  made  all  my  fancies 
real. 

XXX. 

Shall  I  forget  the  words  she  said  to  me  ? 
Nay,  I  believ'd  them— I  believe  them  yet  ! 
She  told  me  how  she  dream' d  that  we  had  met 
Where  dreams  are  true  ;  and  then  how  endlessly. 
Like  .some  lost  dove,  >he  roamed  this  evil  world 
Seeking  for  me  ;  how  now  her  wings  were  furl'd. 
And  I  should  bide  with  her,  till  I  should  see 
This  whitest  secret  in  her  soul  impearl'd  ; 
And  her  songs  were  all  for  me,  I  heard  her  say,— 
For  me,  for  me  and  only  me,  forever  and  a  day  ! 


XXXI. 

Then  pass'd  the  last  good  hours  I  ever  knew  ; 
I  lit  my  pipe,  sat  on  a  log,  and  look'd 
At  her  and  her  neat  hands  that  neatly  cook'd 
A  supper  hot  and  homely — just  tor  two  ; 
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And  out  in  God's  sweet  air,  beside  the  fire, 
Wliere  comrade  ways  but  strenRthen'd  Love's  desire, 
We  made  it  up  to  marry  then  for  true, 
And  I  thought  how  all  my  life  I'd  never  tire 
Of  loving  her,  her  eyes,  her  voice,  her  form. 
Her  charm  of  something    unreveal'd   forever    young 
and  warm. 


XXXII. 

But  at  last,  as  night  drew  on,  she  ro.se  and  .said  : 
"^  I'd  talk  with  you  till  dawn,  dear,  if  talk 
Could  hold  my  audience  or  charm  the  clock. 
But  I  mu.sn't  mi.ss  my  turn,  .so  come  ahead  !  " 
Down  at  the  theatre  the  crowd  was  thin. 
Perhaps  two  score,  no  more,  as  we  went  in  ; 
But  the  manager  was  hanging  out  his  red 
Big-letter'd  .signal-lantern  to  begin, 
When  from  the  street,  crescendo,  came  a  roar, 
Nearer  and  still  nearer,  till  it  reach'd  the  dance-hall 
door. 

XXXIII. 

Beulah  stood  ready  on  the  stage,  and  the  black 
Profe.ssor  at  the  crack'd  piano  play'd 
His  overture  twice  through,  but  no  one  stay'd, 
So  I  joined  in  where  all  were  crowding  back 
To  wliere  the  row  was  on.     ' ' Speech.  Mac,  .speech  ! ' ' 
They  cried,  as  up  the  aisle  they  rush'd  to  reach 
Where  Beulah  stood,  confused.      -'It's  Hellfire 
Mac  !  ' ' 
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I  whisper'd  her,  "and  he's  drunk  and  wants  to 

preach  ! ' ' 
"  What !  why  sure— whoever  he  is— come  dear, 
That  lets  me  off  for  a  while,  you  know  ;  come  on- 
come  on  in  here  ! 


XXXIV. 

And  laughing  softly  she  drew  me  aside 
Into  a  rough  alcove,  her  dressing-room, 
Curtain'd  from  the  stage,  and  half  in  gloom, 
When  at  a  sound  her  eyes  'gan  staring  wide. 
And  she  clutch'd  my  arm.      Twas  not  the  pious 

drone. 
But  a  fearsome  something  in  the  undertone 
Of  the  ruin'd  Calvinist,  whose  soul  espied 
Damnation  toppling  from  the  great  White  Throne 
Upon  the  woeful  habiters  of  Earth, 
That  somehow  check'd  the  crowd  that  night,  and 
still'd  its  shallow  mirth. 


XXXV. 

And  Beulah,  more  than  all  like  one  enthrall'd, 
Smother'd  a  moan,  and  dumbly  motioning 
For  me  to  follow,  crept  into  the  wing 
Close  up  to  him.     Bearded,  gray  and  bald. 
With  eyes  sunk  gleaming  under  beetling  shag. 
And  face  rough-chisel'd  like  a  granite  crag. 
He  tower' d  above  us  all ;  but  so  appall' d 
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He  seem'd  that  scarce  his  drunken  tongue  could 

drag 
Meet  words  to  match  his  ghastly  fantasies, 
Yet  I  remember  some  in  Gaelic  accents  drawn  like 

these : 

XXXVI. 

"  Last  night,  my  friens,  she  dreampt  she  was  a  snake, 
Prodigious  as  wass  nefer  seen  before  : 
Ha,  ta  Mac  an  Diaoul  ! — ta  Peishta-Mor  ! 
P'or  when  she  moved  she  made  ta  mountains  quake, 
And  all  ta  waters  of  ta  oceans  roll 
In  frightnet  waves  from  Pole  to  frozen  Pole  ; 
While  efermore  her  starving  lx)dy'd  ache 
So  bitterly  ta  pain  she  c^uldna  thole. 
But  twistit  round  and  round,  till  she  was  curl'd 
In  endless  coils  of  blastit  flesh  about  ta  blastit  World. 

XXXVII. 

"  For  in  those  days  she  was  ta  only  thing  ; 
There  wass  no  man  nor  woman  left  at  all  ; 
No  fish  to  swim,  no  beast  to  run  or  crawl. 
No  bird  nor  butterfly  to  spread  its  wing  ; 
Around  ta  World  herself  wass  all  alone. 
For  all  that  efer  lived  to  her  had  grown  ; 
And  Winter,  that  would  nefermore  be  Spring, 
Now  glowert  silent  ofer  every  zone  : 
Then  liftit  she  her  head  into  ta  sky 
To  spit  ta  last  great  blasphemy  into  God's  face — 
and  die. 
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"  But  oh  !  ta  silence  of  ta  eiulless  sky — 
And  oh  !  ta  blackness  of  ta  endless  Night  I 
Where  all  ta  stars  can  nefer  make  it  light — 
Where  in  ta  empty,  like  a  Defil's  eye, 
Ta  eerie  Sun,  grown  small  and  smooth  and  cold, 
Stared  down  upon  her  doom  ordain'd  of  old  ! 
And  she  torment — and  she  couldna  tell  forwhy — 
With  agonies  in  every  quaking  fold. 
Where  only  flowit  poison  streams  for  blood  : 
And  still  she  hiss'd  and  spit  and  curst — and  still  there 
wass  no  God  ! 

XXXIX. 

"  But  at  ta  last  she  felt  ta  power  to  make 

Ta  great  escape,  and  finish  all  her  hurt ; 

Ta  Spirit  moved  her,  and  her  body  girt 

Its  straining  coils  until  ta  World  she  brake 

To  splinter'd  rocks  that  ground  and  crash'd  and 

roar'd, 
While  all  ta  inner  fires  reek'd  up  and  pour'd 
In  fury  round  ta  universal  Snake — 
Consuming  in  ta  vengeance  of  ta  Lord  !  " 
We  never  heard  the  meaning  of  his  dream, 
For  sudden  thro'  the  building  rang  a  wild  hysteric 

scream, 

XL. 

And  Beulah  springing  frenzied  to  the  stage, 
And  the  old  man  halting  face  to  face  with  her, 
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Too  swift  and  strange  for  any  the^fr 
Follow' d  a  scene  whose  measure  none  could  gauge, 
Only  we  felt  its  mad  reality. 

"That  man's  my  father — keep  him  back  from  me  '  " 
I  heard  her  cry,  while  horror  blent  with  rage 
Upon  the  other's  face.      "  A  fient  I  see  ! 
A  damit  fient  of  Hell,  who  stole  my  name  ! 
Beulah,  ta  harlot,  come  again  to  cross  my  face  with 
shame  !  ' ' 

XI.I. 

I  saw  the  old  man  grip  and  throttle  her  ; 
I  saw  her  choking,  and  her  white  hand  dart 
Down  to  the  knife  that  flashed — and  found  his  heart  ! 
I  saw  him  reel  and  fall — I  .saw  the  blur 
Of  blood  that  gu.sh'd  upon  her  heaving  breast 
Out  of  his  own  !     Ah  !  God,  how  quick  the  rest  ! 
Ere  I  or  any  one  of  us  could  stir, 
Full  to  the  hilt  that  fatal  knife  she  press'd 
Into  her  side,  that  ran  and  reek'd  with  red, 
As  she  fell  dead  upon  the  stage  where  lay  her  father 
dead. 

xui. 

Moments  there  are  that  gleam  beyond  all  Time  ! 
Blown  from  enormous  Years  !     O  name  that  seems 
To  hearken  back  thro'  vague  primeval  dreams  ! 
O  maid  remember'd  from  the  young,  sublime, 
Untrammel'd  days  when  God  foregathered  us  ! 
My  woman  still — grown  strangely  perilous  ! 
All  in  a  moment  marr'd  with  scarlet  crime. 
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And  lost  before  mine  eyes  iiicretUilous  I 
My  woman  still —tlio'  I  k*>  I'^bblin^  da/ed 
At  thoii^;lit  of  her  and  her  father  danin'd,  and  a  Hell 
of  things  ^one  crazed  I 


XI. III. 

How  since  that  hour  a^ain  and  yet  again 
I've  play'd  the  fool  with  Death  !     Co  let  him  take 
What  shape  he  please,  I'll  meet  him  wide  awake, 
And  keep  a  date  with  him— no  matter  when  ! 
Mad,  I  tell  you— mad,  I've  laughed  to  hear 
In  Wintertime  the  mad  gray-wolves  draw  near 
And  circle  round  me,  all  unarm'd— and  then, 
vSnapping  their  teeth,  slink  back  and  howl  with  fear  ; 
(»od  knows  of  what  !     So  cpieer  it  seem'd.  almost 
I    think   they   saw   beside   me  there   old    Hellfire's 
drunken  ghost  ! 

xuv. 
Lonesome  Bar  !     Too  far — too  far  and  old 
The  hollow  .sound  of  it  now  comes  to  me 
To  quicken  this  sick  heart  that  crazily 
(joes  lurching  on  to  everlasting  cold  ! 
Fill  up  my  gla.ss  !     What  game  have  I  to  play 
But  drink  into  this  drear,  indifferent  day, 
Some  brief  delirium,  wherein  to  hold 
A  phantom  floating  goldenly  away 
Beyond  the  zenith  of  my  .soul,  as  bright 
Aurora  with  her  dreamlight  haunts  the  hopeless  Arctic 
night  ! 
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IWOKI'.  to  find  nic  l\inn  in 
A  lorely  dcserl  placf, 
Wl'.crc  ever-sliiftiiiK  silvi-r  sands 

Carcss'd  my  hands  atid  face  : 
Of  hill  or  tree  or  human  ihiiiR 
I  saw  no  sign  or  trace. 

II. 

Hut  the  lovely  dreams  that  children  dream 

Were  never  half  .so  fair  : 
Oh  to  that  lone  awakening 

I  can  no  thing  compare  I 
I  latigh'd  for  mere  delight  to  breathe 

The  moving  golden  air. 

III. 
I  kiss'd  my  naked  arms,  my  heart 

With  subtle  rapture  Deac 
When  shapely  hands,  blue-vcin"d  and  wan, 

I  laid  upon  my  feet  : 
The  trickling  .sands  upon  them  seem'd 

Like  waters  cool  and  sweet. 

IV. 
And  loosely  I  was  clad  in  white, 

With  a  girdle  at  my  wai.st  : 
And  from  my  soul  seem'd  every  stain 
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of  care  aiul  pain  effaced  : 
A  nodding  wreath  of  poppy  flowers 
rpon  111)-  l)ro\v  was  placed. 


And  loiiK  I  look'd  in  silence  o'er 

The  silvery  expanse  ; 
Anon  with  music's  soft  employ 

[  did  my  joy  enhance  ; 
No  siren  e'er  had  sweeter  voice 

T(j  give  it  utterance. 

VI. 

Rut  that — ah  that  would  not  suffice - 
The  more  I  san^  the  more 

Methought  the  sands  alluringly 
Did  beckon  me  explore 

What  splendid  city  lay  l)eyond — 
What  foam-besprent  sea- shore  I 

VII. 

Then  up  I  rose  and  sought  the  West, 
Wherein  the  Sun  declin'd  ; 

And  light  and  merrily  I  flew, 
While  ever  blew  behind, 

Outspreading  wide  my  yellow  hair, 
A  perfume-laden  wind. 

VIII. 
On  and  on  and  ever  on. 
With  white,  untiring  feet  ; 
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And  over  sands  inlcrnrnahle 

Ne'er  fled  ga/.elle  so  tleet 
To  find  what  faery  thinj;  might  be 

Where  skj-  and  desert  meet. 

ix. 

I  low  many  a  sore  and  stricken  heart 
Might  then  have  envied  me 

That  soothing,  virgin  desert  land  ! — 
So  lonely  and  so  free  ! 

Seclusion  sweet  commingled  all 
With  sunlit  liberty. 


X. 

And  soon  with  scarce  a  motion  of 
My  own    I  smiled  to  find 

How  all  unstriving  I  did  fly  :  — 
Then  reckless  I  rcsign'd 

My  l)ody  as  a  burden  blithe 
Unto  the  eager  wind. 


XI. 

And  on  and  on  and  ever  on 

I  held  my  steady  way  ; 
And  felt  the  passion  of  that  flight 

Xo  distance  might  allay  ; 
Not  e'en  the  stars'  sweet  benison 

At  ending  of  the  day. 
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XII. 

But  with  :\\ua7C  I  saw  at  last 
How  liui;e  the  Sun  did  shine  ; 

And  tliis  also  I  niarvcll'd  o'er— 
It  did  no  more  decline, 

But  red  and  eerie  lin^er'd  on 
The  far  hori/on  line. 

XIII. 

Vet  on  and  on  and  ever  on 

The  silver  sands  I  spurn  d, 
Till  in  the  nearin^  Western  sky 

My  gliastly  eye  discern'd 
What  awful  flames  were  writhing  where 

The  .seeming  .Sun  had  burn'd. 

XIV. 

And  from  those  flames  th   -e  rear'd  aloft 
Envenom 'd  smoke  and  fume  ; 

Riven  by  many  a  fiery  .streak 
The  pitchy  reek  did  loom 

Prodigious  thro'  the  night  that  lour'd 
Above  that  Pit  of  Doom. 

XV. 

Then  went  the  sands  to  ashes  gray 
That  smoulder'd  'neath  my  feet  ; 

The  wind,  a  tempest  horrible, 
Now  l)atined  all  retreat  ; 

r  -  _  1 

L4^J 


And  soon  upon  r  v  blanched  face 
I  felt  the  seari.  g  heat. 

XVI. 

The  wreath  of  scarlet  poppy  flowers 
Fell  withering  and  dead  ; 

The  scars  upon  my  burning  brow 
Were  scarlet  now  instead  ; 

My  girdle  to  a  serpent  turn'd, 
With  fang'd  and  fiery  head. 

XVII. 

And  all  my  hair,  now  raven-black, 
And  monstrous  over-grown, 

That  sheer  against  the  falling  night 
With  drear  affright  had  flown, 

Around  me  in  all  strangling  shapes 
Of  Horror  now  was  blown. 


XVIII. 

Till  came  the  eud  where  seems  no  end,- 
My  body  sway'd  and  whirl'd 

Frantic  on  the  lurid  edge 

Where  Hell  doth  hedge  the  World  ;- 

Then  down  the  scarlet  Pit  of  Doom, 
Shrieking  to  God,  was  hurl'd  ! 
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THE  RIMK  OF  JACQUES  VALBEAU 

I. 

One  August  afternoon  I  saw, 
Somewhere  back  of  Ottawa, 

Among  the  oldest  hills, 
A  young  and  most  alluring  squaw, 
Togg'd  in  a  buckskin  petticoat, 

With  buckskin  fringe  and  frills  : 
Catamount-claws  were  at  her  throat, 

Fixt  on  a  catgut  string. 
With  copper  beads  and  color'd  quills, — 

O  she  was  the  dreamliest  thing  ! 
Clean  and  cool  as  the  dews  that  cling 
To  the  tiger-lilies  on  those  hills 

Thro'  the  golden  August  dawns  ; 
For  the  rest — the  sunlight  gleam 'd 
On  breasts  and  arms  and  legs  that  seem'd 
Moulded  brownly  out  of  bronze  . 
vShapely,  slender,  debonaire, 
From  her  coils  of  blue-black  hair 
To  her  dainty  mocassins  : 
And  I  met  her,  for  my  sins, 
Somewhere  back  of  Ottawa, 

Among  the  oldest  hills. 

II. 

lyong  ago  in  the  earlies 

A  Frenchman  lived  in  France  ; 

Gaunt  he  was  like  an  eagle. 
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With  an  evil  eagle  glance  : 
One  eye  was  black  and  one  was  blue, 
And  the  black  one  look'd  straight  into  you. 
While  the  blue  one  leer'd  askance, 
Most  sinfully  in  Paris. 
But  it  was  wiser  not  to  tr>' 
To  hinder  him  or  harass. 
But  quietly  to  pass  him  by, 

In  the  sinful  streets  of  Paris  • 
For  his  arm  was  strong,  and  his  sword  was  long, 

And  when  he  made  sword-plays, 
'Twas  hard  to  look  him  the  eye. 
Because  he  look'd  two  ways  ; 
The  black  one  look'd  straight  into  you. 
And  the  blue  one  where  he'd  pink  you  through, 
And  that  was  a  trick  entirely  new 

To  people  then  in  Paris. 
O  he  had  small  fears  of  the  musketeers 

Or  the  macaroons  of  Paris  ! 
And  he  had  his  time,  and  he  made  most  free, 
And  he  lived  in  great  ribaUlerie, 
In  the  sinful  streets  of  Paris  ; 
But  at  last  those  evil  eyes  in  his  head 
On  whom  they  fell,  or  so  'tis  said. 
Brought  such  annoy  and  harass, 
That  when  King  Louis  heard  of  it. 

He  order' d  him  from  Paris  : 
Yes  :  not  for  the  evil  life  he  led, 
Nor  the  ways  that  he  walk'd  un6t, 
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Hut  for  those  two  evil  eyes  in  his  head, 
They  press'd  him  out  of  Paris. 


III. 

'Tvvas  long  ago  in  the  earlies, 

And  he  thought  to  take  a  chance 

h'or  fortune  in  the  fur-trade, 

vSo  he  sail'd  away  from  France, 

In  a  crooked  ship,  with  a  crooked  deck. 

That  sprang  a  leak  and  went  to  wreck 

iMve  hundred  miles  from  our  Queliec, 

At  the  mouth  of  our  Saint  Lawrence. 
How  then  he  fared  I  do  not  know, 
'Twas  long  ago,  but  this  is  so. 
That  up  the  river,  paddling  slow, 
Half-.starv'd,  at  length  he  reach'd  Quel)ec, 
And  told  his  tale  of  dismal  wreck, — 
His  name  was  Jacques  Valbeau. 
Now  in  those  days  in  our  Quelxic 

Nigh  all  the  folk  were  pious. 
And  when  they  saw  his  one  Mack  eye, 

V'ith  the  blue  one  on  the  bias, 
They  cross'd  themselves,  and  wish'd  the  rogue 

Had  drown 'd  'tween  there  and  Paris. 
Yet  money  is  made  in  the  fur-trade, 

When  others  hunt  the  fur, 
And  some  thought  best  that  they  should  test 

This  lank  adventurer  ; 
And  so  they  offer'd  to  subscribe 
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Enouj;h  to  outfit  and  etiuip 
Jac(jucs  Valbeau  for  a  hunting  trip 

Witli  some  of  the  Huron  tribe. 
Thus  did  he  go,  this  Jacques  Valbeau, 
And  for  many  days  he  studied  the  ways 

And  the  words  of  the  Huron  tribe. 


IV. 

Yes  ;  money  is  made  in  the  fur  trade 

When  others  hunt  the  fur, 
But  brandy  to  the  Indians 

If  you  want  the  best  of  fur, 
And  everything  else  they  have  to  show  ; 
'Tis  a  law  you  know,  and  Jacques  Valbeau 

Was  its  disco, erer. 
So  for  many  days  he  studied  the  ways 

And  words  of  every  tribe. 
Of  mone>  had  he  not  a  sou  markee, 

But  he  carried  a  bottled  bribe,  [some. 

And  the  Moon  turn'd  round,  and  he  prosj>er'd 

With  beaver-skins  and  such, 
That  he  got  for  his  brandy,  and  then  for  rum. 

And  the  gin  of  the  heretic  Dutch. 
But  me  it  would  take  too  long  to  describe 
How  things  went  bad  in  every  tribe 

Which  the  Church  had  held  in  check  ; 
But  sure  there  was  trouble  plenty  too  much 

In  our  dear  old  Quebec. 
So  the  Bishop  and  the  Governor, 
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Who  sometimes  did  agree, 
They  met  and  talk'd  the  matter  o'er. 

And  settled  finally 
T  lat  they  would  hav-,  this  Jac<iues  Valbeau 

And  hang  him  by  the  neck 
Up  on  the  windy  citadel 

Of  OUT  dear  old  Quebec. 
Hut  so  it  is,  and  so  it  is, 

And  one  can  never  tell, 
For  in  the  Garden  I'rsuline 
That  evil-eyed  Valbeau  had  seen 
An  Indian  girl  turned  seventeen, 

A  sweet  young  sauvagesse. 
Left  with  the  Lady  Prioress 
To  learn  to  sew,  and  cook  nice  food, 
And  tell  her  beads,  and  to  confess. 

And  otherwise  be  good. 
But  Jacques  Valbeau,  that  Jacques  Valbeau, 

He  signall'd  her  .so  well 
In  forest  ways  .she  understood, 

That  just  at  vesper-bell 
Of  that  same  evening  long  ago 
She  slipt  away  into  the  w      1  : — 
O  wicked  Jacques  Valbeau  ! 


So  Jacques  took  to  the  wilderness, 

The  first  coureur-de-l)ois, 
And  with  him  went  that  Indian  girl, 
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Whose  convent-name  was  Lottili — 
With  the  accent  on  the  "aw." 
I  have  heard  her  other  name,  but  now 

I  will  not  try  to  tell  it, 
Because  I  can't,  and  'cause  there  are 

No  letters  that  will  s^^ll  it. 
But  oh  'twas  the  koo<1,  goo<l  time  they  had 
Thro'  the  woods  in  the  sunnuer  weather  ! 
Hunting  and  fishing  aud  trading  in  furs, 

And  they  were  so  rich  together, 
Until  one  night  as  they  lay  a.sleep, 
Where  the  moss  was  growing  thick  and  deep, 

•Gain.st  the  trunk  of  a  fallen  tree, 
The  Irocjuois  Indians  silently 

Began  to  creep  and  creep 
In  a  closing  circle  where  they  lay, 
Till  scarce  they  were  more  than  three  yards  away. 
Then  a  twig  did  snap  with  a  warning  crack  ; 
Up.sprang  that  valiant  rover,  Jacques, 
All  in  an  instant  wide  awake, 
Aud  three  of  those  Iroquois  heads  did  break 

Before  they  had  him  down.     Alack  ! 
They  tied  his  hands  behind  his  back 

And  fixt  him  to  a  stake  ; 
Aud  his  bottles  of  Jamaica  rum 

They  drank  till  they  were  drunk. 
And  while  the  squaws  began  to  plunk 
With  rattly  sticks  on  the  big  tum-tum 
(That's  a  sort  of  Indian  drum), 
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The  braves  did  time  and  tmisic  make 

With  yells  and  >^runts  and  S(iua\vks, 
And  danced  aronnd  him  at  that  stake, 
With  painted  cheek  and  horrible  head, 
And  pine-knot  torches  burning  red, 

And  URly  tomahawks  ; 
And  told  him  how  his  scalp  they'd  take. 
And  otherwise  keep  him  awake 
Until  the  blessed  day  should  break. 

Then  cut  him  into  blcK-ks, 
And  finally  his  body  bake. 
When  sure  that  it  no  more  could  ache, 
And  eat  his  heart  when  he  was  dead. 
Of  these  details,  perhaps,  I've  said 

Too  much  -the  subject  shocks. 

VI. 

But  so  it  is,  and  so  it  is. 

And  one  can  never  tell  ; 
For  on  Valbeau  the  flesh  did  sizz, 

And  he  began  to  yell, 
When  the  Devil,  moving  mightily 

Somewhere  down  in  Hell, 
Did  cause  a  terrible  eanhquake, 
And  all  of  Canada  did  shake 
From  Ottawa  to  Rimouski. 
(This  happen'd  in  sixteen  sixty-three, 
And  it's  all  set  out  in  history.) 
But  Jacques  Valbeau  .stood  swarthily, 
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And  iksjK-ratc-  at  the  stake. 
Aiul  called  the  Devil  to  h\^  aid. 
While  all  the  Indian^,  disinay'd, 
Took  to  tlK-ir  naked  knees  and  i)ra>  "d, 
And  tin-  ground  kei)t  heaving  heavily. 
Yes,  all  took  to  their  knees  and  jir.iy'd. 
But  Lottila,  the  little  scinaw, 
Who,  with  no  thought  hut  her  lover's  lift-, 
Cut  thro"  his  thongs  with  a  scaliMUK-knife. 
While  the  ground  kept  heaving  heavily. 
And  then  was  that  great  bargain  made 
As  Jaccjues  Vilheau  stood  swarthily  ; 
He  call'd  the  Devil  to  his  aid, 
And  the  Devil,  moving  mightily 

Somewhere  down  in  Hell. 
Roar'd  rej)l\-,  so  I  am  told, 
That  Jaccjues  X'alheau.  the  overbold, 

And  Lottila  as  well. 
If  they  would  do  his  will  alway. 
vShould  laugh  at  Time  and  never  grow  old. 
And  none  shouU!  hintler  them  or  check, 
Whether  at  work  or  whether  at  play, 
Free  to  come  and  free  to  go 
Thro'  all  the  Province  of  (Quebec 
Aud  the  borders  of  Ontario — 

Down  to  the  Judgment  Day  ! 
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vn. 
Then  Jac(|ues  Vulhcau  and  Lottili, 
So  the  Inxjuois  declare 
(  And  I  have  cause  to  think  'tis  true), 
Wliile  others  crouch'd  all  in  despair, 
I'ollow'd  a  ball  of  fire  that  ran 
Down  to  the  river  near  vSt.  Anne, 

Till  it  stopt  by  a  bi^'  canoe  ; 
And  Lottil;\  she  fainted  there. 

And  lell  i'l  that  hx^;  canoe. 
And  Jac(iues,  half  dead,  he  fell  there  too. 
Then  it  rose  of  itself  in  the  spectral  air, 

And  far  out  of  sight  it  flew. 
How  long  it  was  they  never  knew. 
It  may  have  been  days,  but  Jaccjues  came  to. 
And  found  they  were  still  in  the  big  canoe. 
Hovering  over  a  landscajx;  fair, 

Late  in  the  afternoon. 
And  it  floated  aimless,  here  and  there, 
lUit  Jaccjues  Vallx-au  had  ready  wit, 
,\nd  he  sat  and  consider'd  the  matter  a  bit, 

Till  with  a  paddle  soon 
He  caught  the  trick  of  sailing  it, 
Slowly  at  fir.st  and  cautiously, 
Hut  at  last  he  sail'd  as  joyously 

As  any  bird  on  the  wing  ; 
While  Lottila  woke  up  to  sing 
To  the  end  of  the  afternoon. 
Theu  a  down-worn  mountain  they  did  see, 
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From  whose  greeti  covering 
The  granite  ribs  sagg'd  outwardly  ; 
It  secni'd  some  monstrous  ancient  thing 

Crouching  wearily. 
But  on  its  summit  they  did  light, 
And  make  their  camp  there  for  the  night 
In  later  days,  upon  that  site, 

But  lower  down  the  hill, 
Jacfjues  built  a  cabin  large  and  strong. 
And  near  to  it  a  whiskey-still 

To  make  the  whiskey-blanc. 
And  more  I'd  like  to  tell  to  you 
Of  how  he  did  the  Devil's  will 

In  that  bewitch'd  canoe, 
But  the  tale  of  it  would  Ix;  too  long, 

O  much  too  long,  indeed  ! 
Vet  in  parish-records  you  r.iay  read 
How,  with  a  drunken  shanty-crew, 
They  saw  him  pass  in  that  canoe. 
Piercing  the  clouds  with  awful  speed, — 

Let  that  Ix'  a  lesson  to  you  ! 

VIII. 

So  thus  that  August  afternoon. 

Among  those  haunted  hills, 
I  met  that  young  bedeviU'd  squaw. 
The  luring,  lissome  Lottila, 

Minding  her  whiskey-stills. 
And  truly  I  was  glad  I  met  her, 
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Yet  I  am  sh3',  and  sometimes  nervous, 

And  I  wonder'd  what  excuse  would  serve  us 

To  know  each  other  better  ; 
But  lifting  my  hat  to  the  brown  young  maid, 
She  smiled  straight  at  me,  unafraid, 

And  presently  began 
To  speak  with  pretty  words  that  ran 
Thro'  ICnglish,  French  and  Indian, — 

It  was  a  lovely  jargon  ; 
But  she  said  no  word  of  Jacques  Valbeau, 
Who  with  the  Devil,  long  ago, 

Made  such  a  splendid  bargain  ; 

So  how  was  I  to  know  ? 
Now  it's  so.nctimes  sweet  to  be  indiscreet, 
As  for  me  I  am  never  wise  ; 
vSo  we  sat  us  down  on  the  warm,  dry  sod, 
'Mid  brown  grass  and  golden  rotl, 

Watching  the  butterflies. 
And  she  talk'd  and  talk'd,  as  I  held  her  hand. 
And  when  I  could  not  understand 
I  look'd  down  deep  into  her  eyes. 

Perhaps  the  thing  sounds  silly. 
But  think  of  the  picture  that  she  made, 

Array'd  like  a  tiger-lily  : 
Her  body  brown  and  quivering 
In  that  revealing  petticoat, 
With  catamount-claws  at  her  fine  throat 

Fixt  on  a  catgut  string  ; 
And  the  copper  beads  and  color'd  quills. 
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Just  that  and  lier  dainty  mocassins, — 

O  she  was  the  drcamliest  thint;  ! 
And  I  met  her,  for  my  sins, 
Somewhere  back  of  Ottawa, 

Among  the  oldest  hills. 

IX. 

The  sun  was  slipping  down  tlie  sky, 

Close  to  ihv  green  horizon, 
When  sudden  I  saw  the  fairiest  sight 

That  ever  I  set  my  eyes  on  : 
A  yellow  canoe,  with  three  of  a  crew, 

Almost  too  fast  to  follow, 
Straight  out  of  the  sky  to  the  hilltop  nigh, 

Canie  skimming  along  like  a  swallow. 
And  then  to  the  cahin,  right  below. 
It  slid  with  a  motion  easy  and  slow, 
And  a  man  stept  out — already  you  know 
'Twas  Jac<iues  Valbcau — 'twas  Jacques  Valbeau  ! 

Gaunt  he  was  like  an  eagle, 

With  an  evil  eagle  glance  ; 
Ilis  black  eye  look'd  me  through  and  through, 

And  his  blue  one  leer'd  askance  ; 
The  front  of  his  head  had  been  tomahaw'd, 

But  part  way  dov.ti  his  back 
His  hair  was  flowing  coarse  and  black. 

Like  the  tail  of  a  horse  that  is  dockt  : 
But  he  had  a  very  engaging  smile, 

And  I  liked  the  wav  that  he  talked. 
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He  was  straight  as  an  arrow  when  he  walk'd, 

And,  after  a  little  while, 
!  thought  him  a  handsome  man — almost, 
And  really  (juite  a  delightful  host. 
He  introduced  the  other  two 
Who  rode  with  him  in  the  big  canoe. 
One  was  a  fat  little  country  girl, 
With  carroty  hair  in  a  towscll'd  curl, 
Her  dolly  eyes  had  tears  at  the  rim, 
And  her  face  was  pale  as  milk  that  is  skim. 

And  she  was  a  sad  little  girl. 
The  other  guest  was  a  shatityman. 

Half  drunk  by  the  looks  of  him  : 
But  the  shantyman  was  an  Irishman, 

And  that  is  enough  for  him. 
Then  Lottila  and  the  country  girl 

Left  us  and  went  to  the  upj/cr 
Cabin  above  the  whiskey-still. 

To  set  the  table  for  supper. 
While  we  sat  down  in  the  red  sunlight. 

And  listened  to  Jactpics  Valbeau 

.X-'  he  told  prodigious  stories 

Of  two  hundred  years  ago. 
Of  all  the  old  coureurs  de-bois 

Dead  so  long  ago, — 

We  still  there  in  the  red  sunlight. 

And  they  all  underground. 
Then  I  heard  a  sound,  and  I  look'tl  around, 

Then  up  where  Lottila 
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Was  ringing  a  queer  little  oblong  bell — 

(Maylx;  'twas  just  a  cowbell, 
Tho'  I  think  'twas  silver,  so  clear  and  sweet 

The  silver  tone  of  it  fell)  — 
And  gladly  we  follow'd  Valbeau  tc  the  upper 
Cabin  where  we  were  to  have  our  supper, 
p-or  me,  I  was  more  than  ready  to  eat, 

And  the  supper  was  a  dream. 
We'd  buttermilk  and  new  |X)tat, 
And  a  roasted  chicken,  great  and  fat. 

With  cauliflower  in  cream, 
And  a  glass  or  two  of  whiskey-blanc, 
Just  to  help  the  meal  along, 
And  another  glass,  and  after  that 

Tabac  de  habitant. 


X. 

Upon  my  soul,  I  never  knew 
Just  when  we  enterd  the  big  canoe, 
The  same  as  one  can  never  keep 
The  moment  clear  one  falls  asleep. 
But  so  it  was  until  I  found 
We  were  no  more  upon  the  ground. 
Now  I  at  times  am  extremely  nervous. 
As  I  said  beforf%  and  when  I  found 
How  that  bewiich'd  canoe  did  swerve  us 
Up  and  away  from  the  solid  ground. 
With  the  hills  a-sinking  all  around. 
And  we  once  more  in  the  copper  glim 
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Of  the  Sun  we  lost  soniewhile  before, 

Oh  then,  indeed,  I  thought  small  blame 

To  the  frighten'd  girl  with  the  towsell'd  curl, 

And  dolly  eyes  with  tears  at  the  rim, 

And  face  all  pale  as  milk  that  is  skim — 

I'll  t)et  that  my  own  was  the  same  I 
lUit  the  shantyman  was  too  drunk,  I  think, 
To  know  where  we  were — it's  a  beastly  shame 

The  way  those  Irish  drink. 

XI, 

Now  remembei  aviation 

Differs  quite  from  navigation. 

For  always  in  the  water 

Of  the  river  that  you  ride  in. 

Or  be  it  smooth  or  ripply, 

A  canoe  is  very  tipply. 

And  steadily  you  kneel. 

But  through  the  air  you  glide  in 

A  fashion  that  you  feel 

It's  a  medium  to  confide  in, 

And  you  needn't  keep  a  keel, — 

That  much  I  saw  at  a  glance. 
And  tho'  I'm  not  sufficiently  wise 
To  make  it  clear,  you  can't  capsize 

So  long  as  you  properly  balance. 

Or  rise  by  levitation. 

Now,  that's  why  aviation 

Diflers  quite  from  navigation, 
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And  I  had  bejiun  to  feel  easy  again, 

And  ready  to  take  a  chance, 
When  all  of  a  sudden  it  started  to  rain 
Rii^ht  over  our  heads,  and  there  was  a  growl 

Of  thunder  far  down  in  the  West. 
Then  the  Sun  went  out,  and  the  wind  'gan  howl, 
And  a  storm  came  bounding  along  on  the  crest 
Of  the  massy  clouds,  grown  sulphurous. 
And  there  was  the  blue  zig-zag  and  flash 
Of  lightning,  follow'd  by  instant  crash 

Of  the  thunder  nearing  us. 
With  that  Valbeau  began  to  sing, 
While  Lottila  did  sway  and  swing 

Her  brown  arms  perilous  : 
Ga  i  falu  ron  fain  rette , 

Gai  faliiron  donde  ! 
I  did  the  same  but  tremblingly, 
And  the  Indian  girl  did  grin  with  glee 

To  see  how  the  white  girl  shrunk,  [knee. 

With  her  face  in  her  hands  and  her  head  on  my 

But  the  shantyman  still  lay  drunk. 

So  how  could  I  put  her  away  ? 

It  was  all  .so  characteristic  ! 
Gai faluron  falurelte, 

Gai  falu K on  donde  ! 
Now,  it's  all  very  fine  to  sing  that  way 

When  everything  else  is  right, 
But  wc  .sailed  straight  into  a  loaded  cloud, 

So  villanous  anarchistic 
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It  bang'd  like  tons  of  dynamite  : — 

For  a  time  I  was  blind  with  the  awi'ul  light, 

And  deaf  with  the  awful  roar  ; 
I  felt  we  were  blown  clean  out  of  sight. 

And  then  I  felt  v,e  bad  sunk 
To  the  bottomless  pit  for  evermore  ; 

But  the  shantyman  still  lay  drunk. 
It  makes  me  shiver  to  think  of  it  now, 
But  after  a  bit  I  rallied  somehow. 
Valbeau  was  laughing  at  the  bow. 

And  he  bent  far  back  to  speak  : 
"  Hol^,  monsieur  ;  comment  9a  va  ?  " 
To  keep  my  face  with  Lottil^, 

I  managed  ju.st  to  .stammer  : 
"  Bully,  Valbeau — c'e.st  magnifique  ! 

But  go  where  the  clouds  are  calmer  I  " 

XII. 

We  were  up  in  a  cool,  .sweet  air. 

Under  a  wonderful  sky, 
Velvety  dark  and  richly  .sown 
With  wonderful  stars  from  zone  to  zone, 

And  all  of  them  .seem'd  so  nigh. 
But  a  little  more,  and  we  would  play 
Near  the  opal  arch  of  the  Milky  Way, 

With  the  yellow  Moon  near  by. 
Then  over  the  rim  we  look'd  far  down 

Where  the  World  had  vanishd  in  ire, 
Where  fold  on  fold  of  the  black  clouds  roll'd, 
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Roariiij;  and  ftarful  with  fire, 
And  we  rose  from  that  Devil's  crucible, 
Like  sonls  that  are  rising  released  from  Hell, 

To  re^Mons  of  ^lory  and  gold. 

Higher  and  higher  and  higher  ! 

And  the  air  grew  thin  and  cold  : 

Bnt  higher  and  higher  and  higher 

I  urged  \'alhean  to  explore 
Nearer  and  nearer  that  border  of  gold 

And  limit  whert    Mortals  expire  : 

Higher  and  higher  and  higher  ! 
While  a  million  millions  miles  to  the  fore, 
I  watch'd  the  glint  of  a  jewell'd  door 

In  the  Gardens  of  Desire  : 

Higher  and  higher  and  higher  ! 
Till  I  was  dazed  and  my  breath  was  gone, 

And  I  could  see  no  more. 

XIII. 

When  I  came  to  myself  we  were  sailing  down, 

And  circling  like  a  feather 
In  a  slow  descending  spiral  flight 

Thro"  mellow  moonlit  weather  : 
And  the  ro mtry  girl  croon'd  with  delight, 

And  claspt  her  hands  together. 
But  still  her  head  droop'd  on  my  knee 

As  she  claspt  her  hands  together, 
And  so  close  were  we  that  none  could  see 

As  I  fool'd  with  a  carrotv  curl  : 
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Alas  !   I  admit  my  conduct  was  raw, 
l<'or  my  heart  was  all  to  Lottilla, 

Hut  I  kissed  the  other  girl. 
Now  it's  a  great  mistake,  when  up  in  the  skies, 

To  kiss  the  other  girl, 
Ju^t  for  a  pair  of  dolly  eyes, 

Or  a  cute  little  carroty  curl  ; 
Vet  not  the  slightest  harm  was  meant, 
With  me  it's  a  matter  of  temperament  ; 

But  the  shantyman  woke  up  ! 

Oh,  blast  that  Irish  pup  ! 
He  woke  and  caught  us  in  the  act, 
Just  at  the  moment  our  lips  had  smackt, 
And  he  went  for  me,  hell-bent  ; 
Let  out  from  his  ugly  throat  a  yell. 
Told  Lottilla  just  what  he  saw. 

And — before  I  had  time  to  explain. 

Or  argue  against  the  fact — 

That  fact  so  ajiparently  plain — 
They  both  made  at  me  so  savage  I  fell 

Without  a  chance  to  prepare  I 
And  I  fell,  and  I  fell,  and  I  fell— my  Lord  ! 
It's  the  awfulest  feel  to  fall  overboard 

From  a  canoe  away  up  in  the  air  ; 
It's  really  too  swift  to  descrih-  or  tell. 
But  first  you  feel  you're  out  of  it. 

And  then  you  feel  a  thump, 
And  after  that  jou're  generally 

A  most  unlovely  lump. 
But  in  my  case  'twas  different. 
My  i»uu>  was  caught  by  a  wind-current, 
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And  it  drove  me  sideways  on, 
With  a  muffled  whack,  gainst  a  big  haystack, 
And  I  tumbled  it  over  and  lay  on  my  back 

Unconscious  till  the  dawn, 

And  so  flat,  flat,  flat. 
That  when  I  arose  in  misery, 

A  long  time  after  that, 
'Twas  hard  to  retneml)er  where  I  was  at. 

And  I  sigh'd  lugubriously 
With  my  body  so  stifl'  and  m\  head  so  sore, 
It  couldn't  have  hurt  me  any  more 
If  I'd  been  out  all  night  on  a  spree — 

Gee  ! 

XIV. 

Now  let  me  end,  O  bulbous  friend  ! 

This  rime  ere  I  begin  to 
Tell  other  things  irrelevant 
Of  venturings  extravagant 

And  mystery  and  sin  too  : 
For  I've  had  my  time  in  every  clime 

The  Lord  has  led  me  into  : — 
But  give  me  August,  after  all. 
If  I  be  free  to  roam  and  loll 
Among  those  tiger-lily  hills 

Back  of  Ottawa. 
I  am  ready  to  risk  whatever  befal 
To  meet  once  more  that  little  squaw, 
The  luring  lis.some  Lotill^, 

Minding  her  whiskey-stills  ; 
To  listen  again  to  her  pretty  patois, 
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And  hold  her  hand  and  hear  her  sing 
Among  those  tiger-lily  hills, 

For  she  was  the  dreamliest  thing  ! 
Gai  faluron  falurette  — 

I  think  I  hear  her  yet, 
Out  there,  in  her  buckskin  petticoat, 
With  catamount-claws  at  her  fine  throat, 

Fixt  on  a  catgut  string  ; 
And  the  copper  beads  and  color'd  quills, 

And  dainty  mocassins, — 
The  girl  who  met  me,  for  my  sins, 
Somewhere  back  of  Ottawa, 
The  wanton  town  A  Ottawa, 

Among  the  oldest  hills. 

Gai  faluron  falurette, 
Gai  faluron  dottd^  ! 
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ON    hi:  A  COX    HI  I,  I,. 
British    C\)I,i.miiia 


I. 
TJrotic  oil  a  gra.s.sy  knoll  where  runs  the  sea 
'*'   In  from  the  Xorth  Pacific,  deep  aiui  hlue, 
Wliose  tide-ript  waters  many  a  century 
But  parted  for  the  painted  war-canoe, 
Till  Juan  de  Fuca  and  his  swarthy  crew 
vSail'd  on  a  treasure  cruise  to  regiiJiis  cold, 
Idle  I  dream'd  a  summer  evenin>j  through, 
Watchin^r  the  ruddy  Western  Sun  enfold 
jThe  snowy-i)eakd  01ymj)ians  in  transient  K'old. 

II. 
(Jur  air  hath  yet  some  tang  of  Spanish  days, 
Some  glow  of  stcries  fading  from  the  past 
Of  pioneers,  and  wreckt  and  curious  strays 
l-rom  distant  lands  along  this  coast  up-cast, 
Since  brave  Vancouver,  from  his  eager  mast. 
Ikheld  the  island  of  his  lasting  fame, 
And    veering  to  its  pleasant  shore,  made  fast 
To  raise  our  flag  iu  George's  royal  name, 
|\\'hile  group'd  arouud  his  brawny  tars  gave  loud  acclaim. 

III. 
Across  the  rocky  harbor-mouth  still  fall 
Kchoes  to  tell  of  England's  easy  crown, 
And  timely  bugles  from  the  barracks  call 
A  challenge  to  the  careless  little  town 
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That  lies  Vikv  a  pretty  maid  in  tatter'd  gown 
'Mid  tangled  gardens,  tempting  one  to  halt 
Where  gnarled  oaks,  with  ivy  overgrown, 
Are  all  accord  with  her  one  charming  fault — 
So  drousy  nigh  the  hidden  guns  of  Esquimalt. 

IV. 

And  nonchalant  lay  I  that  afternoon, 
The  air  a  scent  of  wild  white-clover  bore, 
And  I  could  hear  the  tumult  and  the  tune 
Of  tumbling  waves  along  the  pebbled  shore  ; 
vSuch  gipsy  joys  to  me  were  even  more 
Than  chase  of  gold  or  fame  ;  but  yet  withal 
I  felt  the  first  fine  tremor  o'er  and  o'er 
Of  some  vast  traffic  without  interval 
To  traverse  soon  these  waterways  imperial. 

V. 

Where  now  some  tug-boat  leaves  a  smoky  trail 
To  pencil  on  the  air  a  coiling  blot 
Athwart  the  lighthouse,  or  the  infrecjuent  .sail 
Of  .some  slow  lumber-bark,  or  vagrant  yacht, — 
Where  glides  some  British  cruiser,  grimly  wrought, 
Beside  the  .schooners  from  the  Arctic  .seas, — 
To  hirgely  feed  the  crowded  world  methought 
Here  soon  shall  pass  great  annual  argosies 
Full-freighted  with  the  yield  of  prairie  granaries. 

VI. 

And  musing  thus  upon  that  gentle  mound. 
Far  down  the  reach  of  waters  to  the  right 
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I  saw  an  lunprcss  liner  inward  hound, 
Speeding  thro'  the  Narrows,  trim  and  white. 
And  every  moment  growing  on  my  sight, 
Like  something  clear  unfolding  in  a  dream  ; 
Her  Very  motion  was  a  clean  delight, 
That  woke  the  sapphire  sea  to  curl  and  cream 
Smoothly  off  her  curving  pro'v  and  snowy  beam. 

VII. 

And  easily  as  up  the  Straits  she  rolld. 
My  fancy  rambled  over  her  to  see. 
Bulging  richly  'gainst  her  steely  hold, 
Bales  of  flossy  silk  stow'd  solidly 
With  matted  rice  and  tons  o.      agrant  tea  ; 
Or  else,  her  quainter  cargo  fain  to  scan 
Wee  China  toys  in  silver  filagree. 
And  cunning  ivories  of  old  Japan, 
Pack'd  with  iris-woven  rugs  from  Ispahan. 

VIII. 

All  hail  to  her  !  the  white  forerunner  .sent 
From  out  the  lavish  We.st  to  rouse  the  old 
Lethargic  portals  of  the  Orient, 
Till  all  its  .stolid  inhabitants  be  told 
Of  quick  new  modes  of  life,  and  manifold 
Swift  engines  of  exchange,  and  how  by  the.se 
To  run  their  times  within  a  finer  mould. 
And  from  the  rut  of  Chinese  centuries 
To  reach  for  wider  joys  and  .soother  luxuries. 
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IX 

O  sure  it  is  no  small  thing  to  be  said 
That  imder  us  the  F.ast  and  West  have  met  ! 
And  our  red  route  shall  yet  be  perfected 
Around  the  World,  and  our  old  flag  shall  yet 
Much  vantage  o'er  its  younger  rivals  get, 
Whether  it  wave  from  Windsor's  kingly  pile, 
Or  on  the  fartherst  verge  of  Empire  set, 
'Bove  fearless  towns,  whose  heart-strings  all  the  while 
Shall  thrill  to  every  chord  from  their  old  Mother-isle 


X. 

We  feel  the  centre  now,  where'er  we  stand, 
And  touch  community  in  everything. 
Since  Science,  with  her  patient,  subtle  hand. 
Hath  snar'd  the  Glolx-  as  in  a  witch's  ring, 
And  set  all  elements  a-quivering 
To  our  desire.      What  marvels  more  she'll  show — 
What  new  delights  from  Nature  conjuring — 
Small  wit  have  I  to  guess,  but  this  I  know. 
That  more  and  more  the  scattered  World  as  one  must  grow. 


XI. 

Then  closer  blend  for  empire — that  is  power 
No  thing  of  worth  e'er  came  of  feebleness, 
And  union  is  the  genius  of  the  hour. 
The  virtues  that  by  master-craft  and  stress 
Wrought  hugely  on  primeval  palaces, 
And  '.stonish'd  Kgypt  and  great  Babylon 
With  tiionnttients  of  admiriible  excess 
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Seem  once  aRain  from  out  Oblivion  drawn 
To  lighten  o'er  the  I^arth  in  unexamprd  dawn. 

XII. 

We  front  the  threshold  of  a  giant  age. 
Foremost  still,  but  others  follow  fast  ; 
We  may  not  trust  o'ermuch  the  written  page, 
Or  measure  with  the  measures  of  the  past. 
P'or  all  our  millions,  and  our  regions  vast. 
And  arm'd  array,  in  boastful  numbers  told, 
To  keep  the  treasures  that  our  sires  amass' d, 
Hath  need  of  statesmen  lion-like  to  hold, 
.\nd  still  forestall  the  changing  times,  alert  and  bold. 

XIII. 

The  impulse  of  a  thousand  centuries 
Strikes  upward  now  in  our  united  rare. 
Not  for  a  Roman  triumph,  but  to  ease 
The  intercourse  of  nations,  and  to  place 
The  social  fabric  o/.  d  happier  base  ; 
The  ver>'  enginry  of  war  abhorr'd, 
So  soon  as  may,  is  l^ended  to  erase 
The  stain  and  bloody  ravage  of  the  sword  ; 
The  vanfjuish'd  now  are  all  to  ecjual  right  restor'd. 

XIV. 

But  cry  contempt  upon  that  sickly  creed 
That  would  not  fire  a  shot  to  save  its  own, 
Whose  piety  perverse  doth  only  feed 
The  hope  of  leaner  nations,  bolder  grown, 
To  tread  the  path  that  we  have  hewn  alone  : 
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"Twas  not  for  tliem 

uc  found  that  path 

so  hard  — 

'Twas  not  for  them 

the  I'*arth  so 

thick 

^\-as  sown 

With  Rritish  dead  ! 

Nay,  rather 

let  us 

Ruard 

The 

barest  rock  that  flics  our  flaj;  at  a 

11  hazard. 

XV. 

And  e'en  for  the  sake  of  rich  and  pK  iitcous  peace, 
Let  mastery  in  arms  be  honor'd  still  I 
So  only  .shall  the  fear  of  foetnen  cease. 
For  this  is  naked  truth,  say  what  they  will, 
That  when  a  people  lose  the  power  to  kill 
They  count  for  naught  among  the  sons  of  men  : 
Nor  tongue,  nor  pen,  nor  art,  nor  workmen's  skill 
Can  .save  their  homes  from  alien  ravish  then. 
Or  lift  their  fal'en  capitols  to  place  again. 

XVi. 

Then  give  us  rifle.s — rifles  everywhere — 
Ready  rifles,  tipt  with  bayonets  ! 
And  men  of  iron  to  lead,  who  little  care 
For  parlor  tactics  or  for  .social  .sets  ; 
Red  captains  worthy  of  their  epaulets  ; 
Not  rich  men's  sons  to  make  a  pa.ssing  show, 
Lace-loving  fops  or  wooden  martinets. 
But  clear-eyed  stalwarts  o'er  the  ranks,  who  knov/ 
H(  vV  best  to  trr.in  a  naval  gun  or  trap  a  foe. 

XVII. 

And  tho'  the  burden  and  the  fret  of  life 
vStill  wear  upon  us  with  unecjual  weight. 
We'll  ne'er  give  way  to  fratricidal  .strife. 
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We  are  a  people  strong  to  tolerate. 
Till  forin'il  opinion  tranquilly  abate 
The  jagg'd  abuses  of  an  earlier  age, 
Rather  tlian,  imi)atient.  emulate 
Those  hajjless  nations  that  in  sudilen  rage 
Of  revolution  wreck  their  ancient  heritage. 

XVIII. 

Our  Sa.xon  t     iper,  that  'gainst  Church  and  Crown, 
And  tyrant  Ca.stles  of  the  feudal  plan, 
Made  steady  way  until  it  wore  them  down, 
And  straiten'd  all  their  maxims  till  they  ran 
Current  for  the  right  of  every  man 
Freely  to  change  his  state  and  circumstance. 
Is  virile  yet  unbrokenly  to  span 
What  gulf  ahead,  what  unforeseen  mischance. 
Would  threat  the  front  of  our  magnificent  advance. 

XIX. 

And  we  have  those  whose  dreams  of  betterment 
Outrun  their  fleeting  day  ;  whose  hearts  ideal 
Beat  evermore  against  discouragement, 
In  high  endeavor  not  to  cease  till  all 
The  bars  to  opportunity  shall  fall 
Within  the  Union  of  the  British  bred  ; 
Nor  rest  content  until  the  mutual 
Machinery  of  State  be  perfected, 
So  that  no  least  of  all  our  brethren  go  unfed. 

XX. 

I  never  saw  Britannia  carved  in  stone, 
Or  llgureU  out  in  bronze,  but  loyally 
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I've  thought  what  merit  shall  be  all  her  own 
In  that  great  Hrothcrhood  that's  yet  to  he — 
The  diamond  lunpire  of  Futurity — 
Whose  ecjual  citizens,  all  thron'd  elate, 
And  treading  each  a  sovran  destiny. 
Shall  count  it  yet  their  pride  and  best  estate 
To  steadily  for  commonwealth  co-operate. 

XXI. 

Who'd  be  the  bard  of  that  triumphant  time? 
Who  hath  the  ]n:n  of  promise,  and  the  .skill, 
To  tell  its  periods  in  exultant  rhyme  ? 
For  I  am  but  a  dreamer  on  a  hill, 
And  prone  withal  fantastic  hours  to  fill 
With  fancies  running  wild  of  thought,  or  gloat 
Fxrie  on  the  rising  Moon,  until 
Betimes  I  hear  her  dim  harmonic  note — 
Boding  of  forbidden  things  and  themes  remote. 

XXII. 

But  so  a  passing  ship — a  bugle  call — 
Did  tempt  me  to  essay  a  .song  of  State 
Beyond  the  range  of  my  poor  art,  as  all 
Vou  rank'd  Olympians,  that  loom  serrate 
Against  the  a/ure  upper  air,  are  great 
O'er  this  low  hill.     To  them  young  Morning  throws 
His  golden  first  larges.se — there,  lingering  late, 
Rose-mantled  l\ve  her  deep  allegiance  shows, 
Glorious  'mid  uuconquer'd  peaks  and  virgin  snows. 
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THK   CHILCOOT    PASS 


T^ar  ui>  the  Chilcoot  Heights  '     The  soHd  snow, 
^   Avalanch'd  from  Titan  peaks  that  rise 
In  stony  isolation  'gainst  the  skies, 
Hatli  whehn'd  all  in  soundless  overthrow  ; 
And  almost  now  the  white  and  crusted  mass 
Hath  choked  tl;e  glacier's  ghastly  blue  crevasse 
That  cleaves  to  everlasting  cold  below  : 
The  wintry  day  declines  ;  and  down  the  Pass, 
Where  Time  hath  fallen,  desolate,  asleep. 
To  mark  the  flight  of  Arctic  hours  gigantic  shadows  creep. 


II. 
Hut  see  !     Upon  that  {K-rilous  meagre  trail, 
There  winding  upward  to  a  dazzling  crest, 
A  miner  inward-boutid  on  Fortune's  (juest  ! 
And  tho'  the  sunlight's  slanting  weak  and  pale, 
Tho'  in  the  livid  clouds  a  tempest  lours, 
And  far  above  him  yet  the  Summit  towers. 
He  sees  therein  no  sight  to  make  him  quail  ; — 
'Gainst  any  steep  he'd  pit  his  stubborn  powers  ; 
He  goes,  as  dauntless  men  have  gone  of  old. 
To  play  with  Death  in  a  land  unknown  for  a  stake  of  love 
and  gold. 

III. 
Steady  he's  toil'd  for  hours  ;  at  la.st  he  makes 
A  moment's  pause  to  .shift  his  heavy  pack, 
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Thf  twistc-d  straps  chafe  sf)rc'  upon  his  l)ack, 
And  with  hard  travel  all  hi^  body  aches. 
But  now  it  is  he  notes  with  Miine  diMnay 
What  little  nieaNure's  kft  liim  of  the  da\  , 
And  how  the  air's  ahlur  with  thin  winte  tlakes  ; 
Vet  up  the  Pass  he  takes  one  <|uick  surve\'. 
Then  ^riinl\-  on  he  ^oes  with  hastening  stride, 
h'or  he  must  he  over  the  Suniinit  !•>•  night      he  will  sleep  on 
the  other  side. 

IV. 

Let  others  lag  ;   lie' 11  on  with  the  first  of  the  rush  ' 
Down  ri\'ers  roaring  into  di<vrls  hk-ak, 
He'll  jiioneer  his  wa\-  to  the  richest  creek  — 
He'll  cut  and  thaw  the  fro/en  earth   -he'll  crush 
Its  hoarded  treasure  out  —and  he'll  call  his  claim 
"  The  Little  Annie  !  "      h'cjr  him  that  simi)le  name 
Lights  uj)  a  dream  of  home  returning  Hush 
With  store  of  yellow  gold  and  golden  fame  : 
Bringing  hack  the  ha])])y  days  once  more 
To  a  little  girl  left  lonely  on  the  lone  Lake  I'.rie  shore. 

V. 

The  gloom  is  deepening  where  the  sunlight  was  : 

The  llakes  are  falling  faster  now  around  ; 

Far  otT  he  hears  a  shrill,  foreboding  sound, 

And  at  its  challenge  makes  another  pause. 

Awhile  irresolute,  with  anxioii.-i  eye 

He  ga/es  at  the  menace  ot  the  sky, 

And  from  its  hue  reluctant  warning  draws  : 
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The  storm  is  nigh — ht  little  dreams  how  iii>(h — 
When  cursing  his  labor  lost  hv  turns  to  go 
Down  again  for  shelter  to  the  cabin  far  l)elow. 

VI. 

vSave  your  curses,  man  I     Vou  walk  o'erl)ol(l  ! 
Vou  go  too  slow  and  sullen  down  that  path  I 
Vou  may  live  and  brave  the  coming  wrath 
In  those  tumultuous  clouds  above  you  roU'd  ! 
Save  your  curses,  man  ! — for  now  you'll  need 
ICvery  breath  your  body  has  for  speed  ; 
K'en  now  the  air  is  struck  with  deathlier  cold  ; 
K'en  now  the  foremost  furious  winds  are  freed  ; 
Look  ! — look  above  you  there  at  last. 
And  see  the  Heavens  whirling  downward,  vague  and  white 
and  vast  ! 

VII. 

So — he  knows  ! — too  late,  alas,  he  knows 
His  fierce  pursuers,  and  with  desperate  leap 
Goes  plunging  madly  down  the  uncertain  steep — 
Down  for  his  life  !     P'rantic  now,  he  throws 
His  dragging  pack  away — his  senses  swim 
With  swift  descent — the  storm's  o'ertaking  him — 
The  drift  in  stinging  clouds  around  him  blows 
To  make  him  gasp  and  choke— his  eyes  grow  dim — 
Unto  his  very  boties  the  cold  he  feels  ;  — 
But  down  and  down  that  fatal  Pass,  tho'  dazed  he  leaps 
and  reels  ! 
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VIII. 

Far  up  the  Chilcoot  HeiKhts  !     The  storm  is  on  : 
He's  strujjghiiK  still,  hut  now  he's  lost  the  trail, 
And  all  his  sturdy  muscles  flaj;  and  tail, 
'Mid  swirling  snow,  to  shapes  fantastic  drawn 
That  pass  like  endless  fleeing  ghosts  ;  and  each, 
In  passing,  seems  to  hiss  at  him  and  reach 
Long  throttling  fingers  out  ;  sight  is  gone. 
For  his  ejes  see  only  white  :   iiark  !  the  screech 
Of  Artie  winds  swift  leaping  from  the  sky 
Down  like  the  souls  of  famish'd  wolves—"  Oh  Annie,  lass  ! 
— good-hye  ! 

IX. 

"  For  now  I'm  play'd  right  out— I'm  freezing  fast— 
I'm  on  the  spot  where  I'll  forever  lie. 
Just  when  I  thought  my  chance  had  come — good-bye  ! 
Good  bye  I  my  life  is  over  now  and  pa.st  ! 
And  it's  been  no  use,  tho'  I've  tried  everywhere 
To  do  the  best  I  could,  and  do  it  square, 
God's  kept  his  grudge  against  me  to  the  last, 
And  I've  stood  it  now  .so  long,  I  hardly  care  ! 
Let  Him  fini.sh  me  up.  right  here,  if  he  likes,  and  hurl 
What's   left  of   me   to  Hell  !— But   you  !— O  Annie— my 
orphan  girl  !  " 

X. 

White,  white,  white — all  'round  'tis  white — 
Blind  white  and  cold  ;— unheard  is  hurl'd 

Hi'^  !^*it  anru»fl1    'o-qincf    i-Uic   TaXat^t-Xf^c^-   TIT^-U    . 
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\o  rescue  now  may  cotiic — no  swift  respite 
The  tniniites  of  his  hfe  are  ahnost  o'er. 
He  knows  it  well  ; — see,  he  ni()\i.s  no  more  ! 
HihIv  and  soul  can  make  no  further  riv;ht. 
HewiMt-r'il  in  the  hh/zard's  maddening  roar  : 
iJut  he  s  facing;  it  — he's  standing  rij;id  there  — 
I)tf\in);  Heaven's  utmost  wrath  in  rea  i)n-ra<      <!  despair  ' 


XI. 

"  HIow,  then,  (hanui  you — blow  I     You've  takt  n  all  ! 
You — whatever  Tiling  you  are  t hi:*  hears — 
You've  never  once  let  up  on  me  for  years  ! 
You've  stript  me  stark  ai   1  hare  as  a  wooden  doll  I 
And  there's  not  a  rag  of  comiort  left  '.     You've  blown 
ICvery  joy  and  every  hope  I've  known 
Rouj^hly  from  my  life  '     And  when  I  fall, 
\'ou'll  howl  above  me,  dyinv;  here   done  ! 
Pile  on — pile  on,  with  your  blasted,  stranj^ling  snow  I 
Vou  can  take  no  more  but  my  life  now  I     Blow  I  God  damn 
you — blow  '  " 

XII. 

White,  white,  white, — unceasinj;  white  I 

vSee  !   he  totters,  yielding  to  his  doom— 

The  snow  hath  ready  made  his  shroud  and  tomb  : 

But  what  is  that  ?     There  breaks  a  sudden  light 

That  startles  him  to  last  delirious  cries  ; — 

Pinnacled  athwart  the  awful  skies, 

Behold  a  treasure-lode,  uncovered  bright 

In  transient  glory  to  his  dying  eyes  ! 
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On  a  towt-riti^  peak  the  sunset  clouds  unroll'd, 
And   he's  ^'asj)inj,'   at   tlie  cruel    splendor — "Gold — ^old — 

KoMI" 

Mil. 

Kar  11])  the  Cliilcoot  Heij^hts  '      A  ])rostrate  form, 
Half  buried  now  and  motionless,  doth  lie 
All  free  of  pain — and,  hai)pil\ ,  to  die. 
I.istiii  '      He's  muttering  thro'  the  pa.ssing  storm  : 
"  Home  av;ain,  .\unie  -home  a>;ain  I 
God  I  hut  it's  restfid— after  that  rattling  train  ' 
It's  all  so  still  ami  suiuiy  here — and  so  warm  ! 
How  was  it  I  came  so  soon?     I  can't  explain — 
Only  I  know  I'm  home  :   and  oh  '  it  seems 
Too  };oo<l  to  l)c  true  '     Doesn't  it,  lass?    And  it's  finer  than 
all  my  dreams  I 

-XIV. 

"  You've  j^rown  so  pretty  since  I've  been  away — 
So  tall  and  pretty — I  almost  seem  to  see 
Your  mother  smiling  there  again  at  nie, 
Just  like  she  look'd  upon  her  wedding-day  ' — 
A  year  before  they  laid  her  'neath  the  grass, 
And  left  me  only  you,  my  little  la.s.s  ! 
Come  closer  to  nie — things  grow  dull  and  gray  ; — 
My  eyes  were  hurt  in  a  bli/.zard  on  the  Pass 
The  year  I  went  away  and  left  you,  Pet  I 
What's  making  it  dark  so  early,  Auuie  ?     Surely  it's  not 
night  yet  ? 
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XV. 

"Oh  '   uxll     n.)  iiiatttr  '     Whatever  time  it  ht-, 
lam  one  ot  the  lucky  ones,  I  vc  made  my  i)ile, 
Ami  I'm  ^oiiivi;  t'»  take  it  easy  for  awhile. 
No  more  work  or  worry  now  for  me  ; 
I've  lot>.  of  ^old   -as  \ellow  as  voiir  ciirl>  ; 
Ami  I'll  .lre>»  \()U  line  a^^ain  like  the  other  girls, 
And  j;et  Non  e\erythin^  voii  want  —you'll  see  ' 
A  rin^'  like  mother  had— and  a  collar  «)f  pearls  :  — 
And  111  I)u\  -I'll  huy  the  old  home  hack— that 

they  sold  ' 
lint  it's  made  \our  daddy  old,  dear— it's  made  him  feel 

so  old  ' 

"  Yes,  I  hear  >on  laughin^^  at  me  now  ! 
Hut  oh  !  it's  ^ood  to  hear  you  laugh  again  ' 
To  have  you  near  and  have  you  laugh  -and  tlien, 
I  must  lo(jk  kind  of  fuiniy,  I'll  allow  ; 
These  clothes  of  mine  are  all  so  patch'd  and  queer  I 
But  I'll  have  better  ones  to-morrow,  dear  :  — 
Ami  I  know  you  love  your  old  dad,  anyhow  ' 
I  feel  so  tired,  I  think  I'll  sleep  just  here  :  — 
Kiss  me,  Annie  I— there — good  night,  my  lass  !  " 
(-od  re.st  the  souls  of  the  dead  who  lie  on  the  Heights  of  the 
Chilcoot  Pass  I 
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iX'  a  (jueer,  (jueer  journey 

I  heard  the  (jueerest  souiul, — 
'Twas  tlie  Devil  with  a  banjo 

In  a  cavern  undergrouiul, 
Where  the  merry,  nierr>-  skeletons 
Were  waltzing  round  and  round, 
While  the  clicking  of  their  lx)nes  kept  time. 


II. 

Thro'  a  low,  iron  door, 

With  a  huge  iron  bar, 
A  door  perchance  some  careless 

Imp  had  left  ajar, 
I  crept  behind  a  column  cut 

All  out  of  Iceland  spar. 
And  the  carven  angles  twinkled  frostily 


III. 

I  was  frighten'd  of  the  Devil, 
And  I  wouldu't  look  at  him, 

But  I  watch 'd  a  thou.sand  goblins 
PVom  nook  and  cranny  dim 

A-glowering  on  the  skeletons, 
And  ever>'  goblin  grim 
And  ugly  as  an  old  gargoyle. 
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IV. 

And  tjo>;k-s  play'd  on  fuldk-s 

To  liL-lp  the  banjo  out, 
For  'twas  nothing  Ijiit  the  music 

Kept  ali\e  that  cra/.y  rout  ; 
But  the  big  green  toads  could 

Oidy  ht)p  about 
To  the  rumbhng  of  the  bass  bassoon. 

V. 

Behind  the  Icehuid  cohinin 

I  watch'd  tliein  on  the  .sl\-, 
Above  them  arcli'd  the  cavern 

With  its  roof  miles  high, 
All  ribb'd  with  blue  rock-crystal,    hining 

Bluer  than  the  .sky, 
And  .studded  with  enormous  stalactites. 

VI. 

But  the  lovely  floor  below, 

With  its  level  crystalline 
Splendid  surface  spreading 

Radiantly  green  ! — 
As  if  a  Icme,  impearled  lake 

Of  waters  subterrene 
Had  frozen  to  a  (lawless  emerald  I 
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VII. 

And  down,  down,  down. 

Its  moveless  dej-ths  were  clear  ; 
And  down,  down,  down, 

In  wonder  I  did  peer 
At  lost  and  lovely  imagery 

Beneath  me  far  and  near, — 
Silent  there  and  white  foreverniore. 

VIII. 

But  from  the  svmken  Ijeauty 

Of  that  white  imagery 
Lissome  shadows  loosen'd, 

Flame-like  and  fitfully. 
That  form'd  anon  to  spheres  serene 

And  mounted  airily, 
And  broke  in  golden  hubbies  thro'  the  floor 

IX. 

There,  bubble-like,  they  vanish'd 

Amid  the  whirling  crew. 
Vet  left  a  radiance  trailing 

Slowly  out  of  view. 
That  .sometimes  o'ei  the  skeletons 

Such  carnal  glamor  threw. 
It  flatter' d  them  to  human  shape  again. 
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X. 

IIow  lonji  I  watch'd  I  know  not  ; 

The-  weird  hours  went  (mi, 
Lost  hours  that  hriiij;  the  ini(hii^ht 

No  nearer  to  the  dawn, 
When  suddenly  I  felt  a  clutch, 

And  swiftly  I  was  drawn 
From  out  behind  that  carven  block  of  sjiar. 

XI. 

My  soul  I — a  skeleton  I — 

A  rattling  little  thinj^, 
Twined  itself  about  nie 

As  clcse  as  it  could  cling  ! 
And  in  its  arms  with  horror  I 

Perforce  'gan  circling, 
Compeird  by  that  fantastic  orchestra. 

XII. 

Onward  swept  the  waltzers 

T.I  the  wicked  tunes  they  play'd, 

And  soon  we  were  amongst  them, 
And  my  rattling  partner  sway'd 

When  er  the  golden  bubl)les  broke, 
And  trailing  lights  array'd 
Illusively  around  its  naked  bones. 
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XIII. 

A  minute  or  an  hour, — 

Or  maybe  half  a  night  — 
No  matter,  for  at  last 

I  was  over  all  my  fright. 
And  the  nuisic  rippled  through  me  till 

I  shivered  with  delight. 
Fascinated  like  the  fat  green     .ads. 

x:v. 

And  by-and-by  I  noticed 

How  'mid  that  grisly  swarm 
My  clinging  little  partner 

'Gan  strangely  to  iran.sform, — 
I  saw  tliL*  bones  as  thro'  a  mist 

Of  something  pink  and  warm, 
That  quiver'd  and  grew  firm  from  top  to  toe. 

XV. 

Bright  copper-color 'd  hair 
Soon  routid  her  head  did  curl, 

Her  mouth  grew  sweet  with  tints 
Of  coral  and  of  pearl, 

And  she  looked  on  me  with  eyes  that  seem'd 
Of  lam}>ent  chrysoberyl. 
While  her  Ixxly  fair  as  alabaster  shone. 
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XVI. 

A  witch  she  was  so  lovely, 

To  all  else  I  was  blind, 
And  the  Devil  and  the  Goblins 

And  the  Rout  we  left  behind, 
In  our  wild  waltz  whirling  on 

The  cool  sweet  wind 
Of  the  lone  lorn  caverns  underground. 

XVII. 

Like  rose-leaves  strewn 

Uix)n  a  crystal  tide. 
Like  thistle-down  blown 

By  Zephyrs  far  and  wide, 
We  swept  in  aimless  ecstasy, 

Silent  side  by  side, 
Careening  thro'  those  caverns  underground. 

XVIII. 

A  minute  or  an  hour, — 

Or  maybe  half  a  night, — 
No  way  have  I  to  measure 

The  madness  of  that  flight, 
For  the  loosen 'd  zone  of  witchery 

Made  drunk  with  sheer  delight, 
Till  we  sank  in  happy  stupor  to  the  floor. 
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XIX, 

Xcarl)y  tlare  was  a  grotto 

That  opcn'd  chapel  wist-, 
As  from  a  rich  cathedral 

In  sacrilegious  guise  ; 
On  the  high  Masonic  altar  were 

Three  crystal  chalices, 
And  the\  held  the  Aveetest  poisons  Hell  can  brew. 

XX. 

One  was  a  lifpior  golden 

That  sparkled  like  the  dew. 
(^ne  was  a  wine  that  trembled, 

And  blood-red  was  its  hue, 
But  the  last  Lethean  elixir 

Was  dark  as  night,  shot  through 
With  glimmerings  of  green  and  violet. 

XXI. 

Then  rose  the  witch  and  mutter'd, 

"  Quick,  for  the  hour  is  late  ! 
Quick  ere  the  music  ceases 

And  the  locks  of  the  dungeons  grate 
O'er  the  host  of  haunted  .skeletons 

That  here  brief  revel  make  I 
Come  free  me  by  this  altar's  alchemy  1  " 
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XXII. 

"  Prink  thou  the  golden  liriuor 
That  lij;hts  yon  jeweH'il  rim, — 

That  sparkles  fair  as  sunshine 
On  curls  of  sera])hini  ! 

Drink  for  the  love  I  gave  thee  I 
Or  drink  for  a  devil's  whim  ! 
But  pledge  me  to  the  time  that  yet  shall  he  !  " 

XXIII. 

"  Hut  the  gloomy  elixir 

Ciive  me,  tlmt  I  may  sleep 
With  the  white  wraiths  that  slumber 

In  the  dim  green  deep  ! 
Where  the  silence  of  the  under-world 

vShall  wrap  me  round  and  keep 
My  soul  untouch'd  by  any  dreams  of  day  I  " 

XXIV. 

I  drank  the  cup  of  sunshine, 

vShe  drank  the  cup  of  night, 
But  the  red  we  spill'd  between  us 

h'or  sacrifice  and  plight 
Of  passion  that  nuist  centre  in 

The  sj^hereless  Infinite 
Ivre  her  sweet  life  shall  mix  with  mine  again. 
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XXV. 

A  moment  all  her  beauty 
Was  lighten'd  as  with  fire. 

Her  fair  voluptuous  body 

With  its  trailing,  loose  attire, 

And  her  eyes  to  mine  did  glow  as  in 
A  sunset  of  desire, — 
Then  prone  she  fell  upon  the  chapel  floor. 

XXVI. 

And  the  white  flesh  wasted  from  her 

As  she  was  falling  dead, 
Her  very  bones  had  crumbled, 

Ere  one  farewell  I  said, — 
From  sight  of  that  dire  sorcery 

In  wild  dismay  I  fled, 
Seeking  madly  for  the  low  iron  door. 

XXVII. 

Behind  the  Iceland  column 

I  found  it  still  ajar, — 
Thro'  galleries  of  darkness 

I  travell'd  swift  and  far, 
Until  I  reach 'd  the  upper- world 

And  saw  the  morning  star 
Paling  o'er  a  meadow  by  the  sea. 
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THK    MOONLIT    WHKAT 

X. 

/^  LOVI{  of  mine  '  amid  tlie  mrxmlit  wheat 
^^     Of  harvest-fields  how  fair— how  lily-sweet  ! 
I  saw  thee  stand  and  signal  nie  alone 
To  that  untrodden  vale  that  was  thine  own 

On  that  last  night  of  all  that  we  did  meet, — 
O  love  of  mine  amid  the  moonlit  wheat  ! 

II. 
No  thing  within  that  region  was  astir  : 

Kntranc'd  I  saw  it  all  as  if  it  were 
The  scenery  of  a  dream  wrought  to  express 
The  longing  of  my  heart,  thy  loveliness, 

And  that  unseen  romance  whose  theatre 
Must  be  in  regions  where  no  thing's  astir. 

III. 
Quaint  and  low,  like  .some  remote  has.soon, 

Across  the  marsh  there  came  a  muffled  croon. 
And  all  alone  one  melancholy  frog, 
Squat  on  the  butt  of  a  sunken  cedar  log, 

Solemnly  did  serenade  the  Moon  : — 
In  tone  .so  low  and  quaint— like  the  quaint  bas.soon. 


IV. 


While  in  ati  elm-tree  an  oriole 

Trill'd  out  a  rural  evensong  that  stole 
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In  drowsy  cadence  from  the  upper  air  :  — 
O  I.ove  of  mine  I   in  lulen  iniaware 

vSome  angel  slept  to  let  our  sjjirits  stroll, 
While  o'er  us  sang  that  golden  oriole. 


And  far  above  the  starlit  skies  unroH'd 
A  spell  of  silence,  and  of  things  untold, 

That  scal'd  our  lips  :  the  warm  ripe  wheat,  caress'd 

By  Zephyrs  scented  from  the  sultry  West, 
Went  rippling  like  a  sea  of  pallid  gold,— 

Under  those  starlit  skies,  so  wide  unroll'd. 

VI. 
But  when  I  loos'd  thy  locks  of  yellow  hair 

To  curl  and  shimmer  in  the  cooling  air, 
Past  coy  denial,  and  virginal  disguise, 
I  read  the  unutter'd  .secret  in  thine  eyes 

Of  all  thou  wouldst  surrender  to  me  there, — 
The  while  I  loos'd  thy  locks  of  yellow  hair. 

VII. 
And  Time  went  by — and  Time  was  naught  to  us  : — 

Only  our  wistful  hearts  grew  tremulous 
To  hear  the  Zephyrs  in  .sweet  imion  sigh, 
While  slowly  in  the  fulne.ss  of  the  sky 

The  lucent  Moon  herself  .sank  amorous  : — 
And  Time  went  by— and  Time  was  naught  to  us. 


[92] 


VIII. 

Alas  !  how  now  the  serpent  years  unfold 

Sharp  treacheries,  and  pangs  iniknown  of  old  ! 

Vet  once  to  ha\e  had  thee  mine— once  to  have  felt 

In  thy  caresses  all  my  being  melt 
To  passion's  last  felicity,— I  hold 

Worth  every  pang  these  serj:)eut  years  unfold. 

IX. 

And  oft  I  loo.sc  the  gates  of  Memory 
To  .seek  amid  the  uncertain  scenery, 

0  Love  of  mine  !  .some  vision  of  thee,  pale 
Within  the  silence  of  a  moonlit  vale  [see,— 

Where  none  may  follow,  and  where  none  may 
Beyond  the  darkling  gates  of  Memory. 

X. 

1  am  thy  lover  still,  O  Love  of  mine  ! 

My  heart  shall  never  lose  the  fire  of  thine  ; 
And  tho'  I  bide  in  loneliness  and  pain. 
My  soul  shall  hold  her  peace,  and  not  complain, 

Trusting  somehow,  .somewhere,  the.se  arms  shall 
twine 
Round  thy  sw'eet  .self  again,  O  Love  of  mine  ! 


(9.^  J 


THK    JI-:\VKL    THAT    CAME 


OXCIC  an  artless  maiden, 
Fair  and  sweet, 
Knelt  too  low,  they  say. 

At  an  idol's  feet, — 
Just  the  usual  idol 

Made  of  the  usual  clay, 
That  went  to  dust  entirely 
In  the  usual  way. 

II. 
Alas  and  alas  for  a  maiden 

Put  to  scorn  ! 
All  soil'd  with  the  dust  of  her  idol, 

And  left  forlorn  ! 
But  in  the  dust  she  found 

A  jewel  one  day — 
A  jewel  of  wondrous  beauty, 

So  they  say. 

III. 
Then  she  sang  :   "  Xow  little  I  care 

For  the  World  so  cruel  ; — 
O  what  were  the  World  to  me 

Without  my  jewel ! 
For  this — ah  this  is  the  heart 

Of  my  idol  of  clay  ! 
And  I'll  keep  it  and  love  it  forever — 

Whatever  they  say  ! 


IN    A    NORTH KRX    LANE 


TRENK,  I  saw  thee 
^     Once  in  the  wane 
Of  twilight  in  June 

In  a  Northern  lane, 
Whose  borders  were  bower' d 
In  maples,  and  flower'd 

With  lilacs  new-oi:)en'd  by  rain. 

Instant  an  ardor 

Too  sweet  to  restrain, 
Too  wildly  entrancing 

For  words  to  explain, 
Was  born  of  that  meeting, 
All  silent,  iiugreeting, 

But  thrilling  my  every  vein. 

Forlorn  then  I  falter'd, 

I  lookM  on  thee  fain, 
As  one  who  might  venture 

Th'   favor  to  gain 
There  and  then — only 
The  charm  of  thy  lonely 

Beauty  bid  me  refrain. 

Sylph  of  the  vSummer, 

In  Summer's  domain, 
That  mortal  like  me 
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May  never  attain, 
As  a  star  unabiding 
I  follow'd  tliee — gliding 

By  nie  in  dainty  disdain. 

Now  amorons  Niglit 

In  passion  and  pain 
Yields  me  thy  vision 

Again  and  again — 
In  dreams  that  enthral  me 
I  follow  and  call  thee — 

Irene,  shall  it  all  be  in  vain  ? 


.0] 
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X  O  C  T  U  R  N  !•: 


^npWAS  in  a  j>^artlcn  of  the  rich 
-*-       Where  all  were  guests  to  roam 
Down  terraced  lawns  amid  the  gloam 
Of  a  night  in  June. 

II. 

Oallants  gay,  with  ladies  dight 
In  silk  attire,  were  there  ; 
But  alien  fine  and  debonaire 
Stood  one  alone. 

III. 

And  of  that  throng  I  knew  not  which 
Could  claim  such  cousin  fair  ; — 
Akin  she  seem'd  to  the  merest  air 
Of  a  night  in  June. 

IV. 

An  orchid  born  of  the  young  moonlight 
That  trails  thro'  tropic  bowers  ; 
I  found  her  'mong  those  Northern  flowers 
So  all  alone, 
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V. 


Till  our  hostess,  with  a  smile. 
Came  and  led  me  to 

That  orchid-maid— and  then  all  throu^rii 
That  ni>;ht  in  June 


VI. 


There  came  none  other  to  my  sight  ; 
The  orbed  oraiijgje  glow 
Of  lanterns  lit  a  path  to  go 
OfT  alone 

VII. 

Where  bronzed  Mexicans  the  while 
On  mandolins  did  play 
Love-tune.s  of  Spain  that  seem'd  to  say 
That  night  in  June  : 

VIII. 

"  O  Senorita  of  Delight  ! 
Lo,  the  hour  of  bliss  ! 
L,o,  the  years  have  bloomed  for  thi.s — 
This  alone  I 

IX. 

"  No  car\-en  Saint  in  marble  niche 
That  pilgrims  kneel  before  : — 
No  dream  of  Kldorado's  shore 
On  nights  in  June 


X. 


"  Can  lure  across  the  tossing  seas 
With  promise  more  divine 
Than  can  tlic  beauty  that  is  thine 
Thine  ;ilone. 


XI. 


"  Lo,  this  garden  of  the  rich 
Made  wide  for  us,  and  free  I 
With  all  the  crescent  witchery 

Of  a  night  in  June  ! 


XII. 


"  And  lo,  the  overarching  trees 
That  cover  us  from  sight  ! 
O  Senorita  of  Delight  I 

Here — alone  !  ' ' 
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!••  A  R  K  \V  !•:  I,  L 


T  WILL  Tiot  seek  tliec  for  niiiie  (nvii, 

I  would  not  mar  thy  fate  ; 
I  will  not  lireatlie  one  \ain  regret 
That  we  have  met  tO(j  late. 

II. 
I  will  not  venture  now  to  hope 

Thy  i)ath  may  interwine 
Hy  sweet,  unseen  and  secret  ways 

In  liai)pier  days  with  mine. 

III. 
But,  Lady,  I  would  have  thee  know 

This  once  ere  we  do  part 
vSinee  first  I  met  tliee  thou  hast  l)een 

An  idol  in  my  heart, 

IV. 

Before  who.sc  solitary  shrine, 
When  Xight  oercometh  me, 

My  soul  yet  keeps  one  crimson  gleam 
To  dream  and  dream  of  thee. 


To  dream  what  now  thou  may'st  not  hear, 

What  now  I  may  not  tell  ; — 
Ah,  Lady  mine,  tho.se  dreams  are  pa.st 

With  this— my  last  farewell  : 


Til  !•:    A  K  nOK    A  R  A  Hi'.sor  !•; 


""T^W'AS  ill  ail  arlK)r  aralicsrinf 

^       W'licrc  taiiglinj;  vilR•^  did  screen 
From  watchful  eves,  I  niet  tluc  first. 
()  wan  and  witcliinj^,  i)avsi()n-ctirst 


Irene  I 


II. 


Thy  kinsmen  kept  thee  from  tlie  World, 

Cold  as  a  cloister'd  maid, 
Destin'd  for  ^old  and  hijrh  degree, 
And  deem'd  their  iron  will  by  thee 
Obey'd. 

III. 
A  flower  to  bloom  in  stately  halls. 

Ancestral  and  alone, 
They  thought  thee  all  too  chill  and  pure 
To  break  the  seal  of  love's  allure 
Unknown. 

IV. 

Ah,  witching  one  !   I  pledge  thee  still 

For  the  ruddy  wanton  tide 
That  fiush'd  the  virgin  veins  in  thee 
With  young  desire  that  would  not  be 
Denied  ! 

[lOlJ 
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Tliat  uvlcum'd  mc  in  the  waiidcriiip  days 

WIkii  oncL-,  hy  starrv  cliancc, 
I  found  iIrt  in  that  Xorthcrn  wold 
Ktadiii^^  an  Orient  rime  of  ohl 
Romance  I 

VI. 

Oblivions  to  all  else  beside, 

Thine  eyes  were  dreaming  o'er 
A  (luaintly  pictnr'd  open  book 
Of  tales  once  told  to  Lalla  Rookh 
Hefore 

VII. 

Her  minstrel  lover  left  her  side, 
In  humble  guise  grown  dear, 
To  claim  her  where  his  palace  tower'd 
Within  the  vale  of  rose-embower'd 
Kashmir. 

VIII. 

But  what  to  me  that  day  were  all 

The  songs  of  minstrelsy  ? — 
Of  maids  who  sigh'd  and  knights  who  dared 
In  ancient  days  ?— I  only  cared 
To  see 


LI02J 


IX. 

Thy  silken  liamtiiock  swinging  low, 

In  crimson  tanj^k-s  wrought  ; — 
Thy  body  curving  light  and  free 
Within  its  yielding  tracery  ; — 
Methoiight 


No  houri-hanntcd  bower  upbuilt 

By  dreaming  Saracene 
K'er  greater  beauty  did  enshrine, 
Or  loveliness  surpassing  thine, 
Irene  ! 

xr. 

Long  'neath  the  vine-clad  arch  I  stay'd 

Of  that  sweet  solitude  ; 
Scarce  breathing,— so  I  found  thee  fa'r, 
I  would  not  then  retreat,  nor  dare 
Intrude. 

XII. 

Where  slept  thy  haughty  kinsman  then, 

The  while  I  watch'd  unseen, 
The  tang  of  those  love-tales  inspire 
Thy  willing  body  as  with  fire, 
Irene  ? 


['o.>] 


XIII. 

No  ruinor  of  the  World  was  there  ; 

But  round  us  seem'd  to  float 
A  low  i^iolian  undertone 
From  gloom  of  royal  gardens  blown 
Remote. 

XIV. 

And  when  at  last  I  ventur'd  in, 

What  words  I  found  to  say 
I  know  not  now — I  only  know 
Thine  eyes  grew  soft,  thy  voice  sank  low, 
That  da3'. 

XV. 

Yet  how  for  me  thy  love  did  swift 

As  some  wild  rose  unfold 
Under  the  Sun  of  Summer-time, — 
Ah,  this  ma)-  not  in  idle  rime 
Be  told  ! 

XVI. 

But  there  were  days — sweet  stolen  days — 

Ere  dawn'd  the  wretched  morn 
That  saw  that  arbor  desolate. 
And  thee  consign'd  to  gilded  fate, — 
Forlorn. 
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XVII. 

That  banish'd  me  to  roam,  Irene, 

Upon  this  barren  shore  ; 
Thou  hast  thy  gold  and  high  degree — 
I  go  my  way  and  hear  of  thee 
No  more. 

XVIII. 

Yet  still  in  memory  thou  are  mine, — 

Still  one  Midsunnner  night 
For  me  is  glimmering  in  the  past 
With  the  passion  of  its  last 
Delight. 

XVI X. 

When  the  elfiin  zephyrs  follow'd  thee. 
And  their  balmy  breath  did  steep 

All  the  dusk  and  sultry  air 

That  waver' d  softly  round  us  there 
With  sleep. 

XX. 

For  on  that  night— that  only  night— 

When  thou  wast  mine,  Irene  ! 
When  thou  did'st  lavish  all  thy  charms 
On  me,  and  tremble  in  my  arms, 
And  lean 
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XXI. 

Back  in  glad  abandon  to 

My  passionate  embrace, 
Love  leapt  to  flame  that  all  thy  tears 
Could  not  then  quench, — nor  after  years 
Kflface. 

XXII. 

Out  of  the  arbor  araliesque, 

In  the  deep  Midsummer  night, 
I  saw  thee  pass,  and  it  seem'd  the  gleam 
Of  a  falling  star, — and  it  seem'd  a  dream 
In  flight. 

XXIII. 

O  wan  Irene,  so  far  from  me  ! 
I  know  not  where  thcu  art  ; 
But  I  love  thee,  and  I'll  love  thee  till 
Death's  final  hand  shall  touch  and  still 
My  heart  ! 

XXIV. 

Nay,  through  the  night  of  the  afterdeath. 

And  the  ghastly  vast  ravine, 
'Gainst  all  obstructions  of  the  dead 
I'll  win  .some  way  to  thee,  dream-led, 
Irene  ! 


[io6] 


THK    WANTON    YACHT 


/^\'KR  the  sea  at  sunset 
^^     I  heard  sweet  music  ring, 
And  I  saw  a  white  yacht  sailing. 
And  I  heard  a  fair  crew  sing  : 

Bravehearts  !  Sweethearts  I 

We  sail  tlie  Wanton  Yacht  ; 
And  anywhere  and  everywhere 
That's  far  away  and  faint  and  fair 
Is  the  goal  of  the  Wanton  Yacht  ; 
Yd  ho  ! 
For  the  goal  of  the  Wanton  Yacht  I 

II. 

And  long  I  stay'd  to  hear 

Their  songs  that  came  to  me 
Out  of  the  deepening  twilight, 

Over  the  purple  sea  : 

Bravehearts  I  Sweethearts  : 

We  sail  the  Wanton  Yacht, 
Free  as  the  wave  and  the  careless  bree/e. 
With  only  our  hearts,  Sweethearts,  to  j)lease. 
On  the  (L-ck  of  the  Wanton  Yacht, 
Yo  ho  ! 
For  the  deck  of  the  Wanton  Yacht  '. 


rin-i 
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III. 

Till  the  blue  of  the  vSummcr  ni^'ht 
Grew  dark  like  a  ^ajipliire  stone, 
And  tlie  Yacht  was  hid  from  my  sight, 
As  I  sang  by  the  sea  alone  : 

Bravehearts  '.  Sweethearts  ! 

Sail  on  in  the  \Vant(m  Yacht  ' 
And  would  that  I  were  with  you  this  night 
With  youth  and  love  and  the  loose  delight 
Of  life  on  the  Wanton  Yacht— 
Yo  ho  : 
For  life  on  the  Wanton  Yacht  1 


i  n)8  i 


1 1)  L  I-:  \V  I  L  I) 


ONCIC  in  the  land  of  the  Maple. 
In  the  midmost  Autiunn  time, 
The  mellow,  waning,  yellow, 

Indian-summer  time, 
With  the  maid  Ivstelle  I  stray'd 
To  gather  leaves  in  a  lonely  glade 
Afar  in  the  forest  of  Idlewild — 
Forgotten  Idlewild. 

II. 
And  we  linger'd  there,  for  we  sought 

The  choicest  of  the  leaves  ; 
'Twas  hard  to  choose,  and  we  could  not 

Decide  on  the  loveliest  leaves  ; 
But  all  that  dying  Indian  day. 
While  it  waned  and  waned  away. 

How  they  floated  round  us,  glinting 
In  the  amber  light,  and  tinting 
All  the  aisles  of  Idlewild  ! 
All  the  aisles  and  hidden  places 
Where  the  forest  interlaces 

O'er  the  paths  in  Idlewild  I 
How  they  vanish' d,  strangely  hinting 
Of  the  silent  other  spaces 

More  remote  in  Idlewild  1 
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I'cU  or  vanish' (1,  ever  hinting 
Of  the  secret  that  effaces 
All  the  joy  of  Idlev  ild  1 

III. 
Till  the  Gates  of  the  West  were  opeii'd— 

O  the  Gates  of  the  West  are  wide  I 
And  the  amber  li^dit  sank  down  and  flow'd 

Away  in  a  wine-red  tide  ; — 
Awav  thro'  the  forest  of  Idlewild 

In  a  wine-red,  weird  tide. 

IV. 
Bnt  the  leaves  drank  deep  till  they  drain' d 

The  wine-light  out  of  the  West  ;— 
Th'o  last  of  the  wine,  till  it  stain' d 

Their  hearts  with  the  hues  of  the  West,- 
With  the  hectic  hues  of  the  West. 

V. 

Ah  now  in  the  land  of  the  Maple, 

In  the  midmost  Autumn  time, 
The  mellow,  waning,  yellow, 

Indian-summer  time. 
Disconsolate  I  roam 

Afar  .ithin  the  aisled, 
Olden,  .silent,  golden 

Forest  of  Idlewild,— 
Forest  of  lonely  memories  only, — 

Silent  and  golden- aisled. 

[no] 


VI. 

But  I  find  therein  no  solace  save 

At  a  spot  made  holy  with  tears  ; 
At  a  spot  where  the  ancient  branches  wave 
O'er  the  palest  dead  that  ever  they  gave 

To  that  forest  made  holy  with  tears. 
And  the  hours  pass  there  unheeded  by 
As  I  dream  o'er  the  remnant  leaves  that  he 
Strewn  from  the  dim  receding  years 
Deep  on  her  grave. 

vii. 

O  Estelle  beloved  ! 

Maid  of  my  heart's  one  dream  ! 
Thy  vision  thro'  far  lilysian 

Vistas  I  see  in  my  dream  ; — 
Vistas  that  loom  thro'  the  ultimate  West, 
Wherein  thy  soul  hath  sank  to  rest  . 

O  richer  than  life  in  a  dream  sublime, 

Beyond  the  tremor  and  touch  of  Time  ! 


[IM] 
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KDGAR    AI.LAX    POE 

A  vSTAR-IvVlvD  captive,  in  a  lonely  tower, 
Look'd  o'er  a  lake  out.s]iread  in  sullen  gloom, 

Illumin'd  with  infrequent  lily  bloom. 
There  wayward  Zephyrs  sounded  hour  bv  hour 
Upon  a  harp  whose  pure  .Koliau  power 

Beguil'd  him,  as  he  paced  his  haunted  room, 

To  songs  ne'er  heard  before— voicing  a  doom 
That  from  the  very  Heavens  seemed  to  lour. 

He  sang  the  songs  of  Death  till  Death,  his  theme, 
Ivngulfd  him  in  that  Night  of  Mystery 
Wherein  so  often  he  had  pecr'd  to  see 
The  trail  of  vauish'd  Love-the  Klysian  gleam 

Impleading  to  a  starry  destiny- 
Twinkling  from  the  very  gates  of  Dream. 


[I'-'J 


IN    THK    XIGHT    I  M  P  A  I.  P  A  B  L  K 

I. 

T   HKARI)  the  tolling  of  a  hell 
Thro'  a  night  impalpable, 
And  stunn'd  and  stricken  downward  into  ne'ther  space  I  fell  ; 
To  a  sphere 
Most  curst  and  drear, 
And  for  the  damn'd  ordained 
Where  feeble  in  the  rayless  air  they  bide  as  souls  enchain'd. 

II. 
Only  unavailing 
Vacant  spectres  round  me  paling, 
Thro'  the  dismal  gloom  abysmal 
Gape  and  grin  upon  nie,  railing 
With  a  sound  of  silly  laughter, 
For  they  greet  me  all  with  laughter 
T'Ut  oh  !  they  vanish  wailing  from  the  Echoes  that  come  after- 
From  things  that  rise  (  normously 
Out  of  Nothing — seizing  me 
In  a  slow  unfolding  Horror  of  Infinity  ; 
Yet  within  the  awful  coil 
Something  still  survives  lo  foil 
The  Horror  ere  it  quite  attains 
To  my  soul— and  then  it  wanes 
Into  Nothingness  again— and  still  one  hope  remains  • 
W  hen  the  Horror  shudders  down  one  starry  Hope 'remains 
To  piece  the  evil  darkne.ss  thro'  and  loosen  all  my  chains. 
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III. 

Athwart  the  gloom 
In  pale  niaKiiificeiice  upl<x)iu 
Titanic  walls  ; 
And  lo  I  my  doom  is  riven  by  a  radiance  from  those  walls  ;- 
By  the  ruby-tinted  hue 
Of  a  radiance  rolling  through 
A  lone  heart-shapen  window  carven  high  upon  those  walls. 

IV. 

Then  down  the  far-enrythm'd  deep 
Sounds  of  passing  sweetness  sweep 
That  lull  me  into  dreaming  and  the  .semblance  of  a  .sleep. 

ICtherial 
I  hear  a  call 
In  the  tranced  interval 
Cleaving  thro'  Oblivion  and  lifting  from  its  thrall  ; 
And  I  reach  the  lustrous  edge 
Of  that  lonely  window  ledge 
To  peer  among  the  marvels  of  the  rising  carnival. 

V. 

But  ah  !  despite 
Satanic  splendors  opening  in  the  heart  of  endless  night — 
De.spite  the  masque  and  pageantry, 
And  music  string'd  in  wizardry 

Of  ways  and  modes  unknown — 
Down  the  ruby-corridor'd, 
Kbon-vault'd,  ebon-floor'd, 
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Is. 


Halls  of  I-:!)lis  uncxplor'd, 

I  strive  alone  to  :.ee 
The  eidolon  of  one  ador'd 
Whose  call  uplifted  nie  : 
And  those  chasmal,  lost,  fantasinal 

i Tails  of  I-;i)li.s  unexplor'd 
Yield  to  me  at  length  the  si^ht 
Of  Ofie  apparell'd  all  in  while, 
hro'  the  wide  Pavilion  ^didin^  with  the  wine  of  red  deli^'ht 
One  apparell'd  as  ■;  woman— 
^'earning  to  me  as  a  woman — 
With  the  love  I  dream'd  of 

Once — when  human. 


VI. 

Then  elate 
I  cling  and  wait 

For  the  ransom  necromantic  yet  to  free  tne  from  this  fa 
But  alas  I  the  incense  curling 
From  before  her  keeps  unfurling 
Dim  narcotic  veils  between  us  till  I  swoon  intoxicate  : 
F'rom  the  luring  and  the  lumen 
Of  her  beauty,  more  than  human, 

Backward  thro'  the  demon  deep  I  swoon  intoxicate- 
Beyond  recall  I  swoon  and  fall 

Into  the  black  Oblivion  that  now  devoureth  all. 
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ocTo  H  i;k 

V^THl'lN'  I  was  a  little  fellow,  lon^r  n^^, 
^  ^       The  season  of  all  seasons  seemed  to  me 
The  Summer's  after^'low  auci  fantasy— 

The  red  October  of  Ontario  : 

To  rambk-  iinrestrain'd  where  maples  grow 
Thick  set  with  huttcrnut  and  hickory, 
And  he  the  while  companion'd  airily 

Hy  elfin  thin^^s  a  child  alone  may  know  ! 

And  how  with  mu^'s  of  cider,  sweet  and  mellow. 
And  block  and  hammer  for  the  j^atherd  store 
Of  toothsome  nuts,  we'd  lie  around  l^'fore 

The  fire  at  nights,  and  hear  the  old  folks  tell  o' 
Red  Indians  and  bears,  and  the  Yankee  war— 

Lonj;  a^o,  when  I  was  a  liule  fdlow  ! 
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cogriTLA  M 

TTOW  oft  I'd  steal  away,  in  hot  July, 
^  ^      At  early  (lawn,  thro'  dell  atid  over  hill. 
To  ht-ar  at  last  Coiiiiiilam's  purring;  rill  ! — 
To  whip  the  riflk's  with  sotiir  ^'andy  tly. 
And  tempt  the  leaping'  troiit,  alert  and  shy  ! 
Munching  a  hit  of  chocolate  to  still 
My  hunger,  as  the  day  ^'rew  lon^r,  until 
The  Sun  was  shining;  low  ui)on  the  skv. 

Then,  proudly,  with  the  fish  that  I  had  caught. 
Go  trudjTJng  home  for  many  a  weary  mile. 
Full  certain  of  a  mother's  welcome  smile, 

And  that  she'd  choose  the  best  that  I  had  got, 
And  hid  me  tell  her  all  about  it,  while 

Twas  cook'd  up  for  my  supper  smoking  hot. 
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Till'    VJ-TERAX 

/^XIv  Rood  old  friend  I  liad  in  boyhood's  daj-s, 
^^     Who  far  and  wide  a})oiit  the  World  had  been- 

Had  battles  fought,  and  sieged  cities  seen, 
And  met  adventure  in  a  thousand  ways, 
That  oft  he  told  to  me,  in  homely  phrase, 

Haphazard,  like  his  careless  heart,  but  clean  : 
it  seem'd  to  ease  the  pains  that  rack'd  him  keen 
To  be  the  hero  of  my  childish  plays. 

And  when  they  put  the  old  man  in  his  grave, 
I  mind  I  stood  beside — but  did  not  see  : 
For  thro'  a  blur  of  tears  there  came  to  me 

A  vision  as  of  sunlight,  and  a  brave 
Awakeii'd  soul  outsailing  cheerily — 

Uplift  upon  a  wondrous  azure  wave. 
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THAT   OTHKR   O  N  K. 

T  USED  to  go  to  Sunday-school 

^      When  I  was  a  little  l>oy  ; 

I  said  my  catechism  pat 

About  the  wrath  to  come — and  that 

And  holy  kinds  of  joy  ; 
For  my  pretty  teacher  told  me  sure 

If  I  didn't  learn  it  well 
God  some  day  would  stick  me  down 

In  a  red-hot  hole  in  Hell. 

II. 

I  used  to  think  if  God  were  dead 

How  glad  the  World  would  be  ! 
How  all  the  solemn  angels,  up 
Where  gold  counts  less  than  a  buttercup 

Beside  the  Jaspar  Sea, 
Would  quit  their  endless  psalm-singing 

And  chuck  their  harps  away  ! — 
And  never  a  lonesome  cherub  would  cry 

Upon  God's  funeral  day  ! 


III. 

I  felt  there  was  some  Other  One, 
Who'd  watch  and  keep  it  right 
For  all  the  living  things  that  are 
From  the  grass  and  the  flowers  to  the  farthest  star,- 
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Just  Whom  I  knew  not  quite  ; 
But  someone  like  my  Grandmother, 

Too  kind  to  give  a  rip 
Whether  I  went  to  Sunday-school 

Or  ofiF  on  a  fishing  trip. 

IV. 

Who'd  leave  the  Gates  of  Hell  unlock'd 

So  the  devils  could  all  crawl  out  ; 
And  the  burning  ghosts  and  the  goblins  too- 
I  oftened  wonder'  I  what  they'd  do 

If  they  could  look  about 
And  see  the  trees  and  the  Sun  again, 

And  feel  the  wind  go  by, — 
I  used  to  think  those  aching  things 

Would  be  so  glad  they'd  cry.l 

V. 

Some  One  who'd  fix  old  Eden  up 

For  us  as  good  as  new  ; 
And  never  would  be  jealous  of 
Our  silly  souls  if  we  should  love 

A  Golden  Calf  or  two  ; 
And  there  wouldn't  be  any  Forbidden  Tree  ; 

But  if  aiiything  went  wrong 
We'd  fight  it  out  among  ourselves 

Till  we  learned  to  get  along. 
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VI. 

"  When  I  was  a  child  I  thought  as  a  child  " 

E'en  so,  good  Father  Paul  ! 
But  more  and  more  it  seems  to  me 
That  some  of  the  things  that  children  see 

Are  the  truest,  after  all. 
And  e'en  as  a  baby  infidel 

This  pearl  of  faith  I  won, 
And  still  I  rest  content  therewith — 

God  is  that  Other  One. 
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M  O  T  II  !•:  R 


I. 


^H1-:RK'S  a  voice  that  I  liave  heard 

^       Alon^r  the  Way  of  Life, 
A  voice  tliat  soundetli  only 

Wlien  my  soul  is  worn  with  strife, 
When  I  fall  in  utter  weakness 

On  the  stony  endless  steeji, 
Someone  conies  and  whisj)ers  to  me 

"  vSleep,  child,  sleep  !  " 

II. 
'Tis  the  Mother  of  us  all 

That  crooneth  to  me  then, 
Soothing  me  with  visions 

And  dreams  beyond  my  ken. 
With  a  song  I  do  not  understand, 

Whose  words  I  cannot  keep, 
Only  the  burden  of  her  song — 

"  Sleep,  child,  sleep  !  " 

III. 
O  Mother— holy  Mother  ! 

O  Mother  of  my  soul  ! 
Should  day  departing  leave  me 

Afar  ofT  from  my  goal, 
Let  me  fall  as  a  weakling  back 

To  thy  bosom,  dim  and  deep  I 
And  o'er  my  failure  whisper  only 

"  Sleep,  child— sleep  !  " 
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HARD    T  I  M  i:  S    X  O    M  O  R  K 

'T^HE  desert  trail  liath  ended  in 
-*-       A  garden  way  at  last  : 
The  burden  of  the  iron  years 

Of  wandering  is  past  : 
Dear  Heart  !  the  very  children  cry, 

Good-bye,  Hard  Times,  good-})ye  ! 

Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  ! 
Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  ! 
O  happy  children  of  the  King  I 
Hear  them  sing,  sing,  sing- 
Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  ! 

How  little  in  the  Wilderness 

The  great  relief  is  guess' d  I 
Where  seek  the  weary  multitude 

Continually  for  rest  ! 
And  dream  not  how  it  draweth  nigh — 

Good-bye,  Hard  Times,  good-bye  ! 

Hard  Times  come  ag  iin  no  more  ! 
Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  ! 
O  happy  children  of  the  King  ! 
Hear  them  sing,  sing,  sing, 

Hard  Times  come  again  no  more! 
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Tlif  things  that  scem'd  as  shadows  once 

Alone  are  real  aere  : 
The  glories  of  the  Promised  Land 

Shine  out  before  us,  dear  I 
And  \vc  shall  enter,  you  and  I,— 

Good-b\-e,  Hard  Times,  good-bye  I 

Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  I 
Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  ! 
O  happy  children  of  the  King  1 
Hear  them  sing,  sing,  sing, 

Hard  Times  come  again  no  more  ! 
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THE    DREAM    OF    THE    DEEP 

"We  wake  and  find  ourselves  on  a  stair;  there  are  stairs 
l»elo\v  us  which  we  seem  to  have  ascended  ;  there  are  stairs 
alxjve  us,  many  a  one,  which  ^o  upwanl  and  out  of  sij^ht." 

— Emerson. 
I. 

LO,  the  Deep  hath  dreatn'd  a  drtam 
Of  omen  sibylline  ! 
An  endless  flow  of  endless  dust 
Wherein  unnumber'd  gods  are  thrust, 
Who  writhe  unseen. 

II. 

And  blind  and  dumb  they  be  therein 

And  find  nor  rest  nor  ease  ; 
From  stupor  rous'd  by  quenchless  lust 
For  that — they  know  not  what — that  dust 

Can  ne'er  appease. 

III. 
And  writhing  so,  they  wreak  the  dust 

To  shapes  of  flor  and  faun, 
That  rise  and  fall  and  rise  anew. 
Crumbling,  aye,  as  the  gods  reel  through, 

Until — anon — 

IV. 

A  few  see  thro'  the  murky  reek 

What  spirall'd  pathway  looms 

In  Titan  reaches,  coil  on  coil ; — 
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Ah  !  the  wise  gods  know  'tis  hitter  with  toil 
And  Hnk'd  with  tombs  ! 


Vet  the  air  j^rows  clear  as  they  climb,  aud  keen 

With  perfume  of  numberless  flowers  ; 
With  passion  of  pleasure  and  poison  of  pain, 
And  tang  of  things  tasted  again  and  again 
Thro'  the  endless  hours. 

VI. 

But  ever  they  feel  one  soundless  urge 

Ominous  under  all. 
As  wrought  from  the  primal  uncontent 
Of  some  abysmal  banishment 

Beyond  recall. 

VII. 

Nor  purple  bowers  of  idleness, 

Nor  all  the  feasts  of  Time, 
Can  free  the  gods  of  their  grim  unrest, 
Nor  lure  them  from  the  awful  quest 

Whereon  they  climb. 

VIII. 

The  ages  pass,  and  they  find  no  end, 

And  vain  it  all  doth  seem  ; 
Vet  still  they  toil  for  a  topmost  stair 
Whereon  to  wake — somehow — somewhere — 
Beyond  the  dream. 
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I  L  L  V  M  I  X  !•:  I) 


T  WOKIv  in  the  Land  of  XiKht, 

-*•      With  a  dream  of  Day  at  my  heart  ; 

Its  golden  outHties  vanish'd, 

But  its  charm  wouhl  not  depart  : 
Like  music  still  remaining, 

But  its  meaning; — no  man  can  say 
In  the  Land  of  Xight  where  the\-  know  not 

Of  Day,  nor  the  things  of  Day. 

II. 
I  dwelt  in  the  chiefest  city 

Of  all  the  Land  of  Night  ; 
Where  the  fires  burn  ever  brighter 

That  give  the  people  light  ; 
Where  the  sky  above  is  darken 'd, 

And  never  a  Star  is  seen, 
And  they  think  it  but  children's  fancy 

That  ever  a  Star  hath  been. 


III. 

But  out  from  that  city  early 
I  fled  b\-  a  doubtful  way  ; 

And  faltering  oft  and  lonely 
I  .sought  my  dream  of  Day  ; 

Till  I  came  at  last  to  a  Mountain 
That  rose  exceeding  high, 
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And  I  thought  I  saw  on  its  suminit 
A  glint  as  of  dawn  from  the  sky. 


IV. 

'Twas  midway  on  that  Mountain 

That  I  found  an  altar  stone, 
Det'p-cut  with  runes  forgotten, 

And  symbols  little  known  ; 
And  scarce  could  I  reail  the  meaning 

Of  the  legends  carveii  there, 
But  I  lay  me  out  on  that  altar, 

Breathing  an  ancient  prayer  : 

V. 

"  By  the  God  of  the  timeless  Sky, 

C)  Saint  of  the  Altar,  say 
What  gift  hast  thou  for  me  ? 

For  I  have  dream'd  of  Day  : 
But  I  .seek  nor  gift  nor  power, 

I  pray  for  naught  but  light ; 
And  only  for  light  to  lead  me 

Out  of  the  Laud  of  Night  I  " 

VI. 

Long  I  lay  on  that  altar. 

Up-gazing  fearfully 
Thro'  the  awful  cold  and  darkness 

That  now  encompa.ss'd  me  ; 
Till  it  seein'd  as  I  were  lying  drown'd 

Under  a  lifeless  sea. 

[128] 


VII. 

Tlit-re  shone  as  a  i)ale  bhic  Star, 

Intau^ibk- — serene— 
And  I  saw  a  sj)ark  from  it  fall 

As  it  were  a  crystal  keen  ; 
And  it  flash'd  as  it  fell  and  i)ierc"d 

My  tenijiles  white  and  cold  ; 
Then  round  that  altar-stone  once  more 

The  awful  darkness  roll'd. 

VIII. 
Hut  there  was  a  light  on  my  !)row. 

And  a  calm  that  steeld  ine  throngh, 
And  I  was  .strong  with  a  strength 

That  never  before  I  knew  : 
With  a  -Strength  for  the  trackle.ss  heights, 

And  scorn  of  the  World  below — 
But  I  roso  not  up  from  that  altar-stone, 

I  would  not  leave  it  so. 

IX. 

O  Saint  of  the  Altar,  .say 

How  may  this  light  redeem  ? 
For  tho'  on  my  brow  like  a  jewel 

Its  Star  hath  left  a  gleam, 
O  Saint,  'tis  a  light  too  cold  and  cruel 

To  be  the  light  of  my  dream  !" 
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Aiioti  'twas  a  crimson  Star 

That  ()V«.r  Uk-  Altar  shoiic-, 
And  there  sank  as  a  rose-  of  rtanic 

To  my  heart  trc  the  Star  was  ^one  ; 
And  ont  from  tlie  flames  thereof 

A  subtle  fragrance  then 
Went  stealing  down  the  mountainside 

O'er  the  lowly  ways  of  men. 

XI. 

The  Star  was  ^one,  but  it  brou^'ht 

To  light  in  its  ciimson  glow 
The  lovely  things  forgotten 

I  dream'd  of  long  ago  ; 
And  gladly  then  I  had  given 

My  life  to  all  below  ; 
Vet  I  rose  not  up  from  that  altar-stone, 

I  would  not  leave  it  so. 

xir. 
And  at  last  was  a  golden  Star  : 

But  I  scarce  know  how  nor  where  ; 
For  it  melted  all  around  me, 

And  the  other  Stars  were  there  ; 
And  all  in  one  blissful  moment 

The  light  of  Day  had  come  ; — 
Then  I  reel'd  away  from  that  altar-stone, 

Old,  and  blind,  and  dumb. 
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XIII. 

I  (hvell  again  in  the  city, 

I  seek  no  more  for  light  ; 
But  I  go  on  a  mission  of  silence 

1  o  those  who  would  leave  the  Night  ; 
Ami  for  this— and  this  thing  only, 

Thro'  the  evil  streets  I  stray  ; 
I  who  am  free  to  the  timeless  Sky 

Illumin'd  forever  with  Day. 
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THE    WAV    OF    BEAUTY 

TT7HO  brings  a  tiiought  of  self  to  Beauty's  shrine, 
''  ''       Or  jealous  envy,  by  so  much  the  less 

Shall  feel  within  his  soul  her  deep  impress — 
Shall  thrill  at  quaffing  of  her  mystic  wine. 
P'or  Beauty  hath  no  care  for  thine  or  mine, 

But  wasteth  wide  in  wanton  loveliness  ; 

And  only  thus,  in  self-forgetfulness, 
Shall  any  share  with  her  the  life  divine. 

O  happy  he  whose  heart  doth  full  respond 

To  wandering  Beauty's  spell — wherever  wrought  ! 
He  hath  a  pleasure  finer  than  all  thought 

That  instant  as  the  touch  of  fairy  wand 

Makes  rich  the  World  for  him,  whate'er  his  lot, — 

I\'en  tho'  perchance  a  homeless  vagabond. 
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Till'    UrTTKRFLY 


r. 

-   iiinuitiim-,  ainl  n  wasted  shroii<l.  ami  tlif  sunlij^lil  j^'lanciiii,'  thr(iu;^li 
Aiiil  the  stir  of  a  crtf))iiij^  thiiij^  willia!  ; 
Thiiikinj(  to  crawl, — 

It    flfW. 

II. 

::'  a  yellow  ;)ansy  from  its  stem  had  loos'd  and  flown, 
l"])  it  fliitter'd.  scarce  aware, 
Tliro'  crystal  air 
I'liknowii. 

HI. 
T  •  iind  tile  narrow  uorM  that  was  nr)w  MossomM  endless  wide  : 
And  sailiiij,^  on  its  saffron  winjjs, 
Soon  w(jndrous  thinjjs 
It  sjiied. 

IV. 

\rniinil  were  honied  feasts  all  set  in  the  hearts  of  a  thousand  flowers  ; 
And  merrv  mates  t(j  while  away 
In  wanton  play 
The  hours. 


V. 


w 


th  thcin  it  drifted,  winjj  aslant,  on  veerinj,'  winds  at  ease, 
Or  ventur'd  cool  luxurious  fli^'hts 
To  the  curving  heights 
Of  trees. 
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VI. 


Or  l>>i;c  amid  llic  |)ink  (U-lirious  petals  of  a  rose 
Atmn  'twoull  liii).;er  soiniidliiU 
111  the:  rapt  content 
Whiili  knows 


VII. 

No  enil  to  leavi's,  no  end  to  flowers,  and  the  sweet  jjrass  under  all  : 
Then  revel  aj^jain  with  its  airy  clan 
Till  nij^ht  Ik'^mii 
To  fall. 

\- 1 1 1 . 
'Twould  cliii.ij  in  careless  shiniher  then  to  the  nearest  scented  hrake, 
Or  as  the  dnsky  hours  wore  on 
rerchance  anon 

"Twould  wake 

IX. 

With  star-enainor'd  kinsmen  to  explore  a  mystic  noon, 
Winj^nnj,'  a  far,  entranced  flijjht 
In  th'    lost  li^'ht 

( )i  the  Moon. 


To  settle  at  lenjj;th  awearied  in  some  lil\-clialice  pale  ; 
Nor  waken  till  full-hreasted  Morn 
Rose  hreathint;  warm 
And  hale. 

XI. 

So  passed  for  it  the  easy  hours  ;  hut  Summer  waned  at  last, 
.\nd  its  (lower-body  fell  away 
As  a  husk  one  day 
Offcast 


[i.Ml 


XII. 

\'it  Mirily  as  Jnfo!     it  knew  a  jo-.oiis  w.ikiniii),', 
So  on  .soiiu'  luw  am!  t.ir-a\va\ 
Mxultaiit  il  ly 

Iti  Spriiij,' 

Mil. 

\M..tli(  r  ti.riii  sliall  l.uild  itsi-lf  from  out  ihc  foriiiKss  IVtp 
For  oiitir  litV  holUtiii;.,'  well 
TIk'  tiling'  that  Ull 
.Vsk-t.]). 


XIV. 


I'i!  Ill  the  loom  of  ihiiiKs  lo  Ik.-  the  meanest  life  hath  place 
To  in.irk  the  way  that  il  shall  ^i>.~ 
By  i)atterns  slow- 
To  trace 


XV. 


loiii;  a.sccnt  thro'  Dii.st  and  Death  to  Cod's  iiitiiiit\  ; 
And  eveniiore  the  seed  uns(  <  n 
Of  what  hath  heeu 
Shall  he. 


I 
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I  N    K  R  R  A  N  T  P  V 

BI'.CArSl'-  I'm  (Iruiikeii  witli  unknown  nectars, 
l^'roni  wavs  niade  over-strail  I  turn  ;  in  sooth 
Mv  heart  is  only  lialf  incHn'd  to  futh 
Df  learned  scrolls  and  saintly  calendars  : 
I'>ald  Science  misses,  and  Religion  mars 

What  I  have  found,  tho'  blundering  and  uncouth, 
For  I  was  wronged  with  Wonder  in  my  youth, 
And  dazed  with  visions  of  forbidden  Stars. 

I  was  a  minstrel  boy  in  errantry 

Along  the  mossy  ways  of  old  Romance 
In  chase  of  Beauty  whose  elusive  glance, 

Thro'  hapless  ventures  lured  me  brokenly  : 

But  now  from  her  I've  had  such  sweet  suff ranee 

That  this  dour  World  shall  never  sober  me. 
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TO    WALT    WHITMAN 


TTI'XLO  there,  Walt  I 

■*■  ^      Out  of  sight  on  the  old  Highway 

I  hear  your  song  : 

I  hear  the  words  that  you  have  said  for  me  : 
I.  a  saver  of  words,  siug  out  hello  to  you  : 
And  you  are  not  so  very  far  ahead  hut  you  will  hear  my 
words  also. 

II. 
Words,  Walt,  words  ! 
Vi'ur  words,  anybody's  words,  and  the  words  of  the  rolling 

Worlds  ! 
ikit  under  all  the  one  Word  never  utter'd. 

III. 
()  Comrade  mine  I 

A(  cepting  all,  eager  for  all,  taking  no  denial  I 
I.ove  shines  in  you,  through  you,  from  \ou. 
Splendid  as  the  Sun  I 

IV. 

» »  eagle-eyed  1  O  Titan-heart  ' 

I  look  with  you  to  the  heights  of  old  philosophies  : 
Looking  above  and  beyond  them,  shouting  ahoy 
T')  wonders  weaving  out  of  Wonder  endless  in  the  still 
Eterne. 
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But  mostly,  Walt, 

I  watch  you  saunter  down  with  huge  rejoicing  tread 

Tramping  America  : 

Mixing  with  crowded  Manahatta  : 

vSwinging  an  axe  in  the  Oregon  forests  : 

Bellowii.g  songs  to  the  Sea. 

VI. 

For  all  your  rant  and  brag  about  your  States — who  cares  ? 

But  the  coming  of  the  lilacs, 

And  the  call  of  mating  birds, 

And  the  smell  of  June,  with  its  l)erries, 

And  the  feel  of  the  harvest  air. 

And  supple  bodied  youth,  and  clean  red  blood,  and  the  rip( 
white  (juiver  of  the  grown  girl's  breast, 

And  all  the  easy  common  joys  of  Life  to  be  had  for  tht 
asking, 

The  beautiful,  bountiful  flow  of  things  in  every  land- 
simple,  copious,  unrestraiii'd  forever. 

The  sky  and  the  stars  and  the  winds  of  God,  and  the  loveb 
faces  behind  the  ma-Sijue  of  Death. — 

I'or  chanting  these  my  hat  goes  ofT  to  you, 

Old  stalwart  out  of  days  primeval, 

Karth-born  and  generous  I 

VII. 

Down  South  : 

And  the  tide  is  coming  in  : 

I  watch  you  fishing  from  the  edge  of  the  old  dock  : 

And  a  nigger  sitting  by  you  in  the  sun.shine  : 


I  listen  to  your  lazy  chat  : 

Car-jless  there,  happy,  smoking  a  corn-cob  pijH;  ; 
Blowing  blue  incense  into  the  round  blue  sky  : 
Calling  it  all  divine. 


VIII. 

0  but  the  Ocean  play'd  great  tunes  for  you  in  octaves  run 

too  deep 
I"i)r  your  tin-ear'd  contempories  to  hear  ! 

IX. 

1  tell  you,  Walt, 

This  World  lies  sick  for  want  of  men  like  you  : 

More  glorious  vagabonds  and  clean  barbarians  : 

Monarchs  of  Life  in  the  making  : 

Who  find  the  tracks  of  God  on  all  sides  round, 

And  understanding  not  at  all  yet  laugh  content. 

Confident  as  any  babe  that  sees  it.self 

Mirror  d  in  its  mother's  eyes. 


Here's  to  you,  Walt  ! 

To  you  and  all  good  tramps  of  Adam  following  ! 

!  ree,  fresh,  .savage  ! 

Afoot  ou  the  open  Road  ! 

Taking  the  trail  of  the  great  Companions. 


XI. 


Comrades,  ever  comrades  ! 
What  other  words  to  .say  ! 
Comrades,  ever  comrades, 
On  the  old  Highway  ! 


fUQl 


THE   vSKER 

I  I'  I  have  seen  the  Gods — the  primal  Three 
Who  play  a  game  that  hath  no  goal  in  view- 
Who  make,  destroy,  and  evermore  renew 
Within  the  bubble  Space  all  things  that  be — 
Why  should  I  halt  and  labor  soberly, 

Or  care  to  have  men  find  my  vision  true  ? 
Enough,  deart  Heart,  if  I  impart  to  you 
The  \  ast  assurance  that  it  gives  to  me  ! 

Their  muddy  brains  would  make  it  all  a  lie, 
Tho'  with  most  golden  words  I  told  it  o'er  ; 
So  much  I've  seen  that  I  must  see  yet  more 

W^hile  Time  still  gives  occasion.     Then  to  die, 
Let  loose,  and  on  my  single  way  explore 

The  unimagin'd  orbits  of  the  Sky  ! 
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N  I  R  \'  A  X  A 

T~\OWN  the  ages  comes  a  sound  grown  dark 
^^     With  unremember'd  meaning.     Many  heard 

Fall  from  the  lips  of  One  illum'd  a  word 
Whose  doubtful  gospel  seem'd  to  quench  all  spark 
Of  separate  love  and  jov,  with  promise  stark, 
It  from  their  patient  hearts  still  undeterr'd 
They  rooted  all  desire — the  boon  conferral 
Should  be  to  pass  from  Life  without  a  mark. 

Old  devotees,  dream  on  !     Old  scholars  nod 
Over  the  meaning  of  the  Indian  sage  ! 
But  I,  awakening  in  a  later  age, 

Choose  not  the  deserts  where  His  saints  have  trod, 
Nor  cleave  to  ancient  rites  or  holy  page  ; 

Singing  on  my  careless  way  to  God. 


ruil 


THK   CI.  IK 

n^O  make  the  great  escape— to  issue  hence— 

To  hve  no  more,  nor  dream  among  the  Dead 

Nor  he  with  endless  change  discomforted— 
Think  not  you  need  all  Time's  experience 
To  ponder  on  some  granite  eminence. 

luiough  in  any  life  to  find  this  thread. 

And  l(,osely  by  its  blended  strands  be  led  : 
UtuneasurM  Love  and  .sheer  Indifference. 

Beloved  !  would  you  have  me  wait  for  you— 
Vour  fellow- pilgrim  on  the  formless  Way— 
And  waiting  .seek  .some  form  of  words  to  say- 
Some  novel  phra.se  to  make  old  precepts  new 

And  draw  you  swiftly  nearer  to  me  ?     Xay, 
Mere  words  have  worth  no  more— you  have  the  Clue  ! 


['42] 


C  O  X  T  i<:  X  T 

"prr  God  stays— tlin'  all  else  fail  and  fall  ! 
He  scLiiis  somtimc-s  a  Playfellow  of  mine 
Who  winks  at  me  and  laughs— sometimes  a  fine 
Red  Klame  to  ^loritmsly  destroy  :  a  Call 
To  bring  green  Worlds  again  :  'immemoral 
A  Mood  that  wakes  in  me  :  an  Anodyne 
To  soothe  me  unto  Death  :  a  vSound  divine  : 
A  dim  enamour'd  Silence  under  all. 

Amid  the  jar  of  things,  and  in  wrong  ways, 
I  hurt  myself  continually,  and  \et 
Withal  I  stand,  and  with  fix'd  eyes  forget 

The  bitter  unfulfilment  of  my  days. 

And  feel  my  way  to  Him,  content  to  let 

All  else  between  my  fingers  slip— God  stays  ! 
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THI'.    ToMH 

AM)  he  is  (lead  :'t  last  '     ()  lon^r  apo— 
-^^^     So  loii)r  aj;()  it  is  since  vest  en  lay  ! 
^^  The  World  hath  sunken  roiiiui  nie.  old  and  Kra\ 
To  sonnd  of  endless  litanies  of  woe  :  — 
Dear  Cod,  if  I  could  know— could  only  know 
Heyond  the  creeds  and  feeble  i)rayers  they  say 
Tliat  I  niiK^it  find  him  yet  in  some  sure  way- 
How  I  woidd  lauj,di  against  this  Tomb  Ijelow'.' 

I've  lost  the  meaning  of  the  words  he  said 
To  ease  my  heart  before  he  pass'd  from  me  : 
I  walk  the  ruin'd  Ivarlh  in  agony, 

And  cry  unto  the  Waste  uucomforted  : 
Across  tile  blacken'd  skies  I  start  to  see 

His  name  writ  flamingly— but  he  is  dead  ! 


l\' 


A  I. lie  IK,  man  h.illi  lol,l  IkI,,,,.. 
A  \\.i\  iKi  111. Ill  li.iii,  known 
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THE   DAMOZEL  OF   DOOM 
Part   I. 

1. 

TIKE  as  a  dream  it  came  to  me 
"^     In  the  lapse  of  a  lonely  year  • 
In  the  shade  of  night  I  saw  the  shade 

Of  a  shrouded  maid  appear  ; 
And  drawing  nigh  it  leaned  o'er  me, 

And  whisper'd  in  my  ear  : 


ri. 

"  Cold — cold  ! 
I  come  from  the  ghastly  cold  ' 
Where  the  dead  are  ever  dying 

Alone  in  the  ghastly  cold  !" 

III. 

And  then,  as  if  an  agony 

Constraiti'd  that  gruesome  haze 
Its  words  come  forth  in  hollow  sighs 

The  while  its  eyes  did  blaze 
Pale  lightnings  to  my  own,  now  fix'd 

In  helpless  dire  amaze  : 

IV. 

"  I  am  a  starveling  out  of  Hell, 
A  wraith  of  the  restless  dead,' 

['47] 


And  whence  the  damn'd  lie  daran'd  the  most 

My  riven  ghost  hath  fled 
For  hist  of  the  radiant  life  in  thee, 

And  the  fume  of  thy  heart  so  red  !" 


"  I  lust  for  thy  blood  and  the  life  of  thy  blood 

But  I  love  thy  soul  as  well, 
For  the  flame  of  it  lit  my  own  anew, 

This  thing  is  true  I  tell  ; 
And  the  beating  of  thy  heart  it  was 

That  loos'd  me  out  of  Hell." 

VI. 

"  For  out  of  the  sleep  I  cannot  sleep 

Thy  .soul  was  rous'd  again  ; 
And  thy  body  was  wrought  to  the  .same  fair  mould 

As  when  of  old  'tv/as  lain 
Within  the  du.st  away  from  me — 

The  body  that  I  had  slain." 

VII. 

"  O  black  the  night  that  swallow'd  me 

When  out  of  the  World  I  fell  ! 
Out  of  the  World,  and  deep  entomb'd, 

I  found  me  doom'd  to  dwell 
Where  time  is  still  and  Horror  .stares 

On  each— immovable." 
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vrii. 

"Cold— cold! 
Aloue  in  the  ghastly  cold  ! 
Where  the  dead  are  ever  dying 

Alone  in  the  ghastly  cold  !  " 

IX. 

"  Nay.  listen  !     I  heard  like  far-oflf  sounds 
Sway  down  thro'  the  lees  of  crime  ; 

And  golden  was  their  echoing, 
They  seem'd  to  ring  a  chime 

Of  words  I  said— of  love  I  felt— 
I.ong  since— in  the  other  time." 

X, 

"  And  echoing  they  took  a  shape. 

And  circled  round  and  round 
As  airy,  elemental  elves, 

Then  joined  themselves  and  wound 
In  wreathing  ether  over  me, 

And  with  a  crystal  .sound ' 

xr. 
"  The  circle  iouch'd  complete  and  flash'd 

And  vanish'd  suddenly  ; 
And  Time  began  again— I  found 

Myself  unbound  and  free- 
Free  of  the  silent  Horror  there 

That  stared  and  stared  at  me. ' ' 
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XII. 

"  And  I  was  in  the  outer  night, 
And  I  sought  and  found  thee  here  ; 

I  saw  thy  body  from  afar 
As  a  living  star  appear, 

And  fain  to  drink  and  shunber  in 
Its  crimson  atmosphere — " 

xui. 
No  other  word  came  audible, 

The  shade  'gan  withering, 
As  to  ray  cold  aud  shuddering  side 

It  vaitily  tried  to  cling  ; 
Then  drifted  slow  away  from  me, 

A  wasting,  wistful  thing. 


XIV. 

Until  in  the  eerie  light  at  last 

I  saw  it  fade  and  seem 
To  sink  as  it  were  thro'  an  ancient  grave. 

And  sinking  it  gave  a  scream  ; 
And  I  awoke  and  tried  to  think 

'Twas  but  a  passing  dream. 

XV. 

Cold— cold  I 
And  are  the  dead  so  cold  ? 
And  are  they  ever  dying 

Aloue  in  the  ghastly  cold  ? 
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Part   II. 


That  dream  came  not  again  to  me, 

Nor  any  dream  at  all  ; 
But  well  I  knew,  as  the'days  went  past. 

There  held  me  fast  in  thrall 
A  something  of  that  shrouded  thing 

That  wrapped  me  like  a  pall. 

II. 
An  aura  drear  that  sever'd  me 

r.-om  men  and  the  ways  of  men  ; 
As  .some  great  evil  I  had  done 

My  friends  did  shun  me  then  ; 
I  felt  accurst,  and  kept  apart, 

And  sought  them  not  again. 

in. 
But  O  how  chill  the  World  did  grow  ! 

And  the  Sun.  as  a  thing  unreal 
Did  glare  and  glare  thro'  the  vacant  day, 

And  never  a  ray  I'd  feel 
To  warm  my  blood,  the  light  fell  thin 

And  gray  as  spectral  steel. 

rv. 

A  pale  disea.se  took  hold  on  me, 

And  when  the  night  would  come 
I  had  no  rest,  but  sleeple.ss  lay 
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As  stark  as  clay,  and  minib  ; 
And  could  not  stir  till  dawn  would  break 
Xor  gasp,  for  I  was  dumb. 

V. 

And  yet  were  times  all  faintly  tinj^ed 

With  a  glimmering  ecstasy  : 
Moments  that  linger'd  in  their  flight, 

Trailing  a  light  to  me 
Elusive  and  wan  as  the  phosphor  foam 

That  floats  on  the  midnight  sea. 

VI. 

And  out  of  my  stricken  body  then 
My  soul  would  .seem  to  creep, 

And  over  a  sheer  unfathom'd  brink 
Of  silence  sink  asleep, 

lieyond  the  shadow  and  sound  of  dreams, 
And  deeper  than  Ivarth  is  deep. 

VII. 

Vet  ever  from  those  slumber  spells. 
That  seem'd  like  years,  I'd  start 

vSudden  awake,  bewilder'd  by 
A  jiresence  nigh  my  heart. 

As  if  a  soul  had  stirr'd  in  me 
That  of  me  was  no  part. 


r  .  -~i 
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VIII. 

And  so  three  seasons  pass'd  away, 
And  the  early  Summer  came  ; 

And  still  that  weird  fantasy 
Enshrouded  me  the  same  ; 

But  now  it  seem'd  as  luminous 
With  some  alchemic  flame. 

IX. 

At  length  in  a  garden  wide  and  old, 

A  garden  all  my  own. 
One  afternoon  I  lay  at  ease 

Under  the  trees  alone, 
While  the  fragrant  day  fell  off  in  the  West 

Like  a  Titan  rose  o'erblown. 


And  lying  there  I  dream'd  once  more, 
And  it  seemed  that  a  scarlet  bird 

Flew  out  of  my  heart  with  a  joyous  cry, 
To  the  topmost  sky,  and  I  heard 

Her  song  come  echoing  down  to  me, 
Yearning  word  on  word  : 

XI. 

"Slow— slow! 
O  moments — O  ages  slow  ! 
But  love  shall  be  my  own  again— 

Be  it  moments  or  ages  slow  ! 
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Part    1 11 


I  waken'd  in  the  twilight  with 

A  fever  at  my  Ijrain  ; 
All  my  veins  were  running  fire 

With  blind  desire  and  pain 
Of  something  that  three  seasons  long 

Within  my  heart  had  lain. 

ir. 

So  cruel  that  first  I  heeded  not 

A  faint,  alluring  tune, 
Trilling  round  me  everywhere 

In  the  jewell'd  air  of  June, 
As  far  and  wide  o'er  the  darkling  sky 

The  crystal  stars  were  strewn. 

III. 
Till  over  the  rim  of  the  World  uprose 

The  slow  round  Moon, 
And  a  voice  from  the  inner  garden  came 

That  breath' d  my  name,  and  soon 
Floated  full  out  on  the  waving  air 

Trolling  a  golden  croon  : 

IV. 

' '  Low — low  ! 
The  Moon  lies  low  ! 
O  Love  !  my  Love — come  love  me 

While  the  Moon  lies  low  ! ' ' 


[^M] 


To  the  inner  garden  fast  I  sped 
Till  I  came  to  the  inmost  tree  ; 

O  the  peace  of  a  thousand  years  I'd  give 
Again  to  live  and  see 

The  pallid  maid  of  the  white,  white  arms 
Who  there  awaited  me  I 

VI. 

But  I  have  not  the  words  to  tell 

The  marvel  of  that  tryst  ; 
Yet  'twas  no  phantom  I  did  woo — 

A  virgin  true  I  kiss'd, 
With  lips  full  red,  and  eyes  agloom 

With  peerless  amethyst, 

VII. 

And  body  lined  and  shapen  to 

The  last  of  love's  delight  ; 
I  heard  her  whisper  :   "  I  am  thine, 

And  thou  art  mine,  to-night  I  " 
And  she  loos' d  the  silver  zone  that  bound 

Her  garments  blue  and  white. 

viir. 

' '  Low — low  ! 
The  Moon  lies  low  ! 
And  my  love  is  mine  to  love  me 

While  the  Moon  lies  low  !  " 


['55] 


Part    I  \' 


I. 


"  O  my  beautiful — my  l)riKh*  I 
Swectlu-art  in  the    ool  dim  ni^ht 
Callinj^  thro'  tlie  starlit  siknce 
Low  m\-  name  I 


II. 


"  With  that  sound  there  coiues  to  me 
A  feeling  ht  with  me    ory 

Of  rej^ions  lost  and  times  o'erlaid, 
And  love  forgot. 


III. 


"  Take  me,  O  dream -laden  bride  ! 
To  the  rapture  of  th\-  side, 
In  this  bower  of  unrevcaling 
Velvet  gloom. 


IV. 


"  Long,  my  beautiful,  I've  waited 
For  this  charmed  night — this  fated 
Hour  that  yields  thee  up  to  me 
From  years  luiknown. 

V. 

"  Now  shall  be  unveil' d  to  me 
All  thy  maiden  symetrv, 

Seen  like  naked  moonlit  marble, 
Pure  and  pale. 


vr. 


"  Till  no  more  thou  caiiNt  reveal  me 
Of  thy  beauty,  and  I  ftel  thee 
As  a  flower  \vl   )se  touch  instilkth 
Chill  delight. 


VII. 

"  My  Sultana  I  in  thine  eye.s 
Let  me  gaze,  where  pas.sion  lies 
Slumbering  .still  within  their  sultry 
Purple  deep  ! 

VIII. 

"  Till  within  my  arms  at  last 
In  love's  embrace  I  hold  thee  fast- 
Till  beneath  my  own  I  feel 

Thy  heaving  heart  ! 

IX. 

"  While  I  gather — while  I  crush — 
All  the  fruits  of  love — the  lush 
Delirium  that  dwelleth  'tween 
The  lips  of  pain. 

X. 

' '  O  long — O  last  supreme  care.ss  ! 
O  ultimate  deliciousuess  I 
()  slowly  sinking,  satiate, 
Krotic  swoon  ! 
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XI. 

"vSwoon,  tny  l)cautiful--niy  bright  I 
Dream  far  down  in  the  violet  night  ! 
Down— far  down,  where  reigus  the  dim 
I.ethean  sleep  ! 

Part    V. 

I. 

My  heart  is  a  dry  and  wither'd  thing  ; 

And  I  that  am  young  am  old 
With  brooding  in  the  silentness 

On  that  caress  and  fold 
Of  white,  white  arms  in  the  Summer  night  ; 

But  the  end  is  still  uutold. 

II. 
Nor  shall  be — for  the  end  is  not  ! 

My  .soul,  'tween  hopes  and  fears. 
For  the  pallid  maid  awaits  and  yearns, 

Her  memory  burns  and  sears  : 
But  I  it  was  who  let  her  pass 

To  the  peace  of  a  thousaud  years. 

in. 

Slow — slow  ! 
O  moments — O  ages  slow  ! 
But  love  shall  be  my  own  again — 

Be  it  moments  or  ages  slow  ! 
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For  then-  he  womlrous  valleys  hid 
Thro"  Hell's  iufcrnal  zutie. 
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THK    VALLKVS    OF    R  K  L  I  K  F 


/^VIvR  a  l)lcak  and  barren  plain 
^^     Wlicrc  flowers  never  bloom — 
Where  never  slant  the  roKI  sun-bars, 

Nor  any  stars  illume 
The  di-n  and  sullen  atmosphere 

There  brooding  o'er  its  doom— 

ir. 

Alone  there  went  an  aged  man, 
Wluj  bent  and  cower'd  low, 

As  if  across  that  hopeless  waste 
In  fearfr'  haste  to  go. 

But  could  h...  for  his  palsied  legs 
That  painful  dragg'      and  slow. 

III. 

For  age  not  come  of  mortal  years 
Had  over  him  unroll'd  ; 

lyike  wither'd  leaves  on  winter  trees 
Dull  memories  and  cold 

Still  rustled  dryly  at  his  heart- 
But  old— old— old  ' 

IV. 

And,  tremulous,  full  oft  he  turn'd 

His  haggard  ashen  face, 
F^xpectant  aye  whence  he  had  fled 
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To  loom  iu  dread  menace 
A  stealthy  Horror,  that  e'en  now 
Crept  after  him  apace. 

V. 

And  long  he  fared  with  labor' d  steps, 

And  many  moaning  sighs, 
Till  sudden  changed  the  scene  for  him- 

He  paused  in  grim  surmise, 
And  gazed,  with  feeble  hand  uplift 

Unto  his  bleared  eyes. 

VI. 

For  on  that  plain,  whose  barrenness 

No  future  may  redeem, 
Now  with  emotion  manifold 

His  eyes  behold  a  stream 
Of  solemn  waters  rolling  with 

Unbroken  ebon  gleam. 

VII. 

Behind  the  haunted  desert  lay. 

Before  a  my.stery, — 
What  hazard  there  of  better  plight, 

What  dark  respite  may  be. 
Not  knowing  yet  he  ventures  on, 

Round  glancing  fearfully. 

VIII. 

Yet  when  he  reach' d  the  reedy  shore 
To  brave  the  river's  brink, 
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Despair  almost  like  peace  he  felt 

The  while  he  knelt  to  drink, 
Thinking  in  those  deep  waters  there 
How  easeful  he  might  sink. 

IX. 

But  as  he  bent  to  take  the  draught 

He  spied  a  nearing  light  ; 
And  down  the  river  slowly  drew 

A  lone  canoe  in  sight, 
Wan  as  a  crescent  newly  born 

Upon  the  verge  of  Night. 

X. 

At  that  his  eyes  were  steadfast  set 

Upon  its  glimmering  rim  ; 
Above  the  current  visible 

The  dainty  shell  did  swim, 
Until  it  gleam' d  upon  the  tide 

All  fair  abreast  of  him. 

XI. 

Then  forth  the  old  man  stretch'd  his  arms, 
With  mutter' d  prayer  and  hoarse  ; 

As  if  that  vessel  frail  could  hear, 
It  'gan  to  veer,  perforce 

Obedient  to  his  one  appeal, 
And  shoreward  bent  its  course. 


XII. 

A  nionient  more  ui>on  that  shore 

And  he  has  parted  thence  : 
He  feels  the  soothiiij;  waters  roll, 

RelievJnj:^  soul  and  sense 
From  e\-ery  grief  by  reason  of 

Its  slumberous  influence. 

XIII. 

With  closed  eyes  he  lietli  there, 

And  one  by  one  is  shorn 
Of  every  thought  with  sorrow  fraught, 

Till  he  hath  naught  to  mourn  ; 
And  far  upon  the  bosom  of 

That  river  he  is  borne. 

XIV. 
His  age  doth  gradual  dissolve  ; 

He  is  no  more  uncouth  ; 
He  feels  within  an  elixir 

As  if  it  were  in  sooth 
The  blooming  of  some  ])ale,  delicious 

Afterflovver  of  youth. 

XV. 

And  now  he's  'ware  of  warbling  sounds, 

Faint  echoing  and  blurr'd  ; 
And  now  of  one  more  clear  and  strong  ; 

A  wondrous  song  he  heard  ; 
It  .seem'd  the  hapjiy  dreaming  of 

Some  lone  entranced  bird. 
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XVI. 

A  slow  and  golden  slumber  snu^, 
Whose  lanj^uid  numbers  ^lo/e,  — 

A  witchery  of  sylables 
In  woven  spells  to  close 

Sad  eyes  to  lonj^  forgetfulness, 
And  marble-like  rejxjse. 

XVII. 

At  lenj^th  the  bird's  sweet  arias 

In  fluted  note.s  subside  : 
He  thinks  how  near  its  covert  he 

Would  peacefully  abide  ; 
Then  once  again  his  eyes  unclo.se 

r]X)n  the  river's  tide. 

XVIII. 

Around  him  fell  a  warm  twilight, 
The  waters  now  were  blue  ; 

Far-off  appenr'd  on  either  hand 
A  terraced  strand  in  view, 

('pleading  to  such  gardens  as 
No  mortal  ever  knew. 

XIX. 

And  while  he  gazed  that  wan  canoe 

Unerringly  did  steer, 
As  'twere  a  thing  of  destiny, 

And  presently  drew  near 
A  gentle  shore  outjetting  to 

A  mottled  marble  pier. 

[«65] 


XX. 

And  mooring  there  he  slept  ashore, 

Still  joyously  intent 
On  seeking  for  that  singing-bird, 

And  garden-ward  he  went, 
Strolling  thro'  the  solitudes 

In  fearless  wonderment. 

XXI. 

'  Mid  spaces  smooth  and  wide  between 
Where  grow  gigantic  trees, 

Whose  branches  ever  quiver  in 
The  faint  continual  breeze. 

And  tangle  up  the  placid  sky 
With  shifting  traceries. 

XXII. 

Yet  many  steps  he  had  not  gone 
Ere  strewn  upon  the  ground, 

Or  gleaming  from  recesses  dim, 
Or  near  to  him,  he  found 

Abandon 'd  bodies  beautiful 
In  charmed  slumber  bound. 

XXIII. 

Comely  youths  and  maidens  in 

Secluded  dells  alone. 
Or  else  in  easy  groups  reclin'd, 

With  arms  entwin'd— all  prone 
Like  fallen  statues  carven  out 

Of  pallid  Parian  stone. 
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XXIV. 

And  some  were  e'en  more  fair  to  see 
And  shone  translucent  white  ; 

They  seem'd  as  waning  to  i.  sheen 
Of  pure  serene  starlight ; 

And  even  as  he  gazed  one  slowly 
P'aded  from  his  sight. 

XXV. 

Awhile  he  marvell'd  trancjuilly, 
And  then  his  eyes  did  stray 

To  where  an  ancient  man  appear'd, 
With  flowing  beard  and  gray, 

Who  musingly  toward  him  bent 
His  solitary  way. 

XXVI. 

But  as  he  came  his  footsteps  scarce 

The  silences  bestirr'd  ; 
He  seem'd  so  rapt  with  reverent  awe, 

He  neither  saw  or  heard 
For  holy  thoughts  that  compass'd  him,- 

He  pass'd  without  a  word. 

XXVII. 

And  gravely  thro'  the  mighty  glades 

Upon  his  way  he  kept, 
That  ancient  lone  somnambulist, 

Who  nothing  wist  except 
The  reveries  beguiling  him 

Where  all  the  others  slept. 
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XXVIII. 

Then  had  he  mind  to  follow  on 

The  IClder  for  a  guide, 
lire  yet  the  forestry  between 

Should  weave  a  screen  to  hide 
His  all-unheeding  Druid  form 

Which  on  ahead  did  glide. 

XXIX, 

And  long  thro'  ai.sled  vistas  that 

Bewildering  intervene 
He  foUow'd  on  till  he  espied 

A  vast  hillside  all  green, 
With  sloping  lawns  and  fountains  deckt, 

And  high  whereon  is  seen 

XXX. 

A  wondrous  gleaming  palace  built 

Of  alabaster  stone, 
With  many  a  niche  and  window  set 

And  minaret  far  flown 
'Bove  golden  domes  outswelling  like 

Fantastic  fruit  o'ergrowu. 

XXXI. 

And  in  its  centre  wide  beneath 

An  ever-open  door 
Gives  promise  of  all  pleasantness. 

With  rich  recess  and  sto  c 
Of  priceless  treasures  taken  from 

The  palaces  of  yore. 
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XXXII. 

Yet  that  so  easy  seeming  hill 

Soon  fills  hitn  witli  amaze, 
Now  near,  now  far,  tlie  jialace  gleams, 

Like  one  he  seems  who  plays 
Witli  quick  reverse  of  optic  glass. 

Until  at  length  he  strays. 

XXXIII. 

Unto  a  fountain  playing  in 

A  single  column  cool, 
Whose  showering  waters  musical 

With  diamonds  hejewel 
The  silver'd  air  returning  to 

Their  slumber  in  the  pool. 

XXXIV. 

And  by  that  fountain's  grassy  marge 

One  peerless  maid  doth  lie, 
Uncompanion'd  as  a  star, 

Her  beauties  far  outvie 
All  others  in  those  gardens  seen, — 

He  will  not  pass  her  by. 

XXXV. 

Her  face,  half-pillow'd  on  her  arm, 

Is  to  his  own  upturn 'd 
So  tenderly,  that  it  did  seem 

She  in  her  dream  discern'd 
His  coming,  and  tho'  bound  in  sleep, 

Still  for  that  coming  yearn' d. 
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XXXVI. 

His  last  desire  finds  body  here 
The  while  he  bends  to  kiss 

Her  lips  that  open  like  a  fiower — 
What  dulcet  hour  is  this  ! 

And  half  she  wakens  in  his  arms 
While  he  doth  swoon  for  bliss, 

XXXVII. 

There  hath  he  fallen  by  h.    side, 

All  outer  life  is  spent, 
Unto  that  pale  encircled  sleep 

He  yields  in  deep  content  ; 
Thro'  ages  long  to  pass  away 

In  utter  vanishment. 
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CACTI'S 

I'VH  wandere.l  over  Western  jjlaitis  where  nauKlit 
*     Of  moving  life  will  choose  itself  a  home, 
vSave  creatures  of  grotesque  or  hateful  breed, 
Rattlesnakes  and  hairy  tarantulas 
And  red-rock  lizards,  with  their  kindred  huge, 
The  gila-nionsters,  whose  envenom  d  1  reath 
Shrivels  the  crawling?  centipede    :hey  say, 
And  curls  in  death  the  silent  scorpion 
I'Ver  he  can  stin^,  yet  passes  o'er  unharm'd 
The  horned  toads  that  s. umber  'mid  the  sands 
There  glimmering  hot  Jjceath  the  rainle.vs  skies. 

And  yet  upon  those  plains  so  desolate 
Xo  spear  of  grass  fcr  any  season  comes, 
Where  e'en  the  arid  sage-brush  ventures  not, 
Those  plants  uncouth  I've  seen  that  clearly  show 
Nor  stem  nor  leaf,  but  structur'd  all  in  one, 
Perennial  grow  in  rooted  .>haix\s  perverse 
As  ever  Dante  dreamed  or  Dore  drew. 

Some  tall  as  palms  rear  cloven  pinnacles 

Proudly  through  the  torrid  atmosphere  ; 

And  .some  like  mimic  reptiles  spread  and  sprawl 

Their  prickly  arms  along  the  parched  ground. 

Some  squat  and  round,  and  deckt  with  hoary  hair, 

Dwell  hermit-like  among  the  sunset  rocks. 

Or  lean  above  the  canyon's  beetling  verge, 

Wliere  down — .sheer  down  a  thousand  feet  below — 

The  twilight  green  is  fleckt  with  pallid  foam 
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Kluti^  from  the  rapid  Rio  as  it  rolls 
'Twccn  walls  ininK-iiiorahly  old. 

Aiid  siKxnileiit  they  seem,  yet  ann'd  around 
With  m>  riad  thorns  like  l)ayonets  at  the  charge, 
Lest  any  luckless  beast  ui)on  these  wilds 
From  them  should  seek  j)recarious  sustenance. 
And  some  do  keep  within  themselves  a  cool 
vSweet  reservoir  of  waters,  gathered  up 
In  those  brief  seasons  when  relenting  skies 
Resolve  at  last  the  roaring  thunder-clouds 
In  sudden,  f.nrestrained  relief  to  rain. 

But  for  them  all  there  comes  a  time  of  bloom, 

When  their  distorted  bodies  wake  and  thrill, 

And  feel  within  themselves  a  revelling 

Of  si)lendid  pa.ssion,  culminate  at  last 

In  wealth  of  gorgeous  blo.s.^oms.     Nonchalant 

They  dance  and  tlirt  with  every  passing  l)reeze. 

And  riot  'mid  the  sj)iny  bayonets 

Like  cxlalis(|ues,  luxuriant  to  fdl 

With  orient  odor  and  high  carnival 

Tho.se  waste  and  unaccustom'il  solitudes. 

Some  lift  a  scarlet  glory  to  the  sun, 
While  all  day  long  their  golden  stamens  swell 
With  velvet  pollen,  drifting  o'er  their  mate 
Until  her  last  desire  be  satisfied. 

vSonie,  virgin-like,  await  the  veiled  hours 
Of  one  long-chosen  eve,  when  pure  and  pale 


[172] 


Willi  perfect  rapture  they  at  length  unfold 
Their  lovehness  hencatli  the  Soiitliern  stars, 
And  all  exhaust  in  one  voluptuous  ni^ht 
The  yearufd-for  bliss,  perchance,  of  patient  years. 

Iv'en  so,  those  quenchless,  isolated  sparks 
Of  that  recurrent  fire  that  men  call  Life 
In  such  (xld  Ruise  do  there  exi)ress  themselves. 
With  virtues  individual  and  rare. 

In  all  that  valiant  fibre  what's  involved? 
('.od  kiu,.'s  !     Hut  surely  Character,  whose  vim 
Will  lujld  thro'  every  sliajx.-  that  Ixxlies  it 
In  striving  up  the  stony  tracts  of  Time. 

Let  that  be  as  it  will  !     Hut  I  have  kuown 
Some  fellows  of  my  own  .so  gifted  with 
A  like  persistent  faith  they  would  extract 
From  circumstance  to  wither  other  hearts 
A  very  elixir  of  faith  and  hojx;. 

And  thus  I  call  to  mind  an  old-time  friend  : 

A  granite  Presbyterian  he  was, 

Of  thorny  doctrine  and  contracted  creed, 

Whose  .soul  as  in  a  desert  pitiless 

Dwelt  far  removed  from  pleasanc  ways  of  men, 

Despair'd  for  deeds  that  he  had  never  done, 

And  fear'd  all  things  beneath  the  bra.ssy  skies 

l''oredoom'd  unto  inevitable  Hell. 

Vet  there  were  times — we  ne'er  could  tell  for  why- 
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When  o'er  his  dour  old  face  would  fall  a  glint 
Of  sunny  humor  and  of  transient  peace, 
As  if  his  straiten'u  soul,  in  very  stress 
Of  its  own  native  sweetness,  had  ])ut  forth 
vSonie  fair  quaint  flower  to  bloom  incongruous 
Upon  the  barren  branches  of  his  faith. 
Iv'en  such  a  time  it  seem'd  to  me  when  once 
In  vSan  Francisco,  years  ago,  I  stroll'd 
With  him  along  the  water-front  and  saw 
A  drunken  sailor  on  a  sudden  halt 
Before  a  wounded  cur  that  yelping  lay 
Upon  the  road.     No  passer-by  took  heed, 
But,  nuittering  words  of  maudlin  sympathy, 
The  .sailor  stoop'd  unsteadily  and  caught 
The  mongrel  creature  in  his  arms.     At  once 
It  stopt  its  cries,  and,  in  brute  gratitude, 
'Gan  lick  the  fellow's  foolish  Ix-arded  face. 
While  he,  flinging  a  cu.stomary  curse  or  two 
Upon  the  jeering  ui chins  of  the  street, 
vStagger'd  from  the  street  with  his  new  charge  : 
A  homeless,  worthless  pair,  whethe'-  they  sought 
The  refuge  of  .some  dingy  lodging-house, 
Or  forecastle  of  .some  tramp  merchantman, 
Or  tarry  little  schooner  on  the  bay. 

But  my  (lour  friend  look'd  after,  as  in  doubt, 
Bewilder'd  to  approve  that  nondescript 
Haphazard  deed  whose  vagrant  influence 
Vet  warm'd  his  aged  heart  like  rare  good  wine  ; 
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Then,  smiling,  m        ur'd  slowly  to  himself : 
"Ah,  Tam— I'm  .  a}  be  thinkin',  lad.  that  yon 
Poor  vagabond  Sama  itan  and  a' 
Wee  feckless  dogs  and  daft-like  sailormen 
Maun  no  stop  aye  in  Hell— nor  no  for  long  !  " 
And  tho'  he  said  no  more  I  felt  the  glow 
Of  white  compassion  that  encorapass'd  him  ; 
A  radiance  straight  from  some  eternal  shrine 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  aught  his  creed  confess'd. 

I  had  another  friend  of  different  sort : 
Gentle-born  and  led  in  luxury 
Thro'  childhood's  days,  life  open'd  fair  until 
Death  robb'd  him  of  the  friends  he  needed  most, 
And  faithless  guardians  left  him  penniless. 
Yet  early  for  himself  an  envied  place 
Above  the  shrewd  competing  throng  he  gain'd 
On  one  great  city's  mart,  where  sweeps  the  tide 
And  traffic  of  her  richest  merchandise. 
And  if  he  dream'd  of  riches  then  his  dreams 
Were  founded  well.     But  other  things  he  dream'd. 
For  in  his  blood  was  more  than  bargaining, 
And  he  had  soul  too  great  to  hold  himself 
Penurious  on  the  road  to  mean  success. 
The  days  went  by.     And  so  it  was  that  in 
That  rosy-vision'd  time — the  June  of  youth— 
When  all  Lhings  beckon'd  him,  he  thought  he  found 
One  woman's  face  more  fair  than  all  his  dreams- 
One  woman's  heart  beyond  the  price  of  gold. 
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Alas  !     When  to  another's  arms  slie  went, 

Loveless  'niid  all  lovely  circumstance, 

The  star  that  lit  the  perfect  way  for  hini 

Went  darkly  out,  and  from  the  waste  of  years 

His  promis'd  happiness  forever  pass'd, 

Like  as  a  momentary  hri^ht  mirage 

Pictur'd  on  an  endless  wilderness. 

And  tho'  he  went  undaunted  thro'igii  all  lands, 

Grapplingr  ^vith  a  i>erverse  destiny, 

Ivverywhere  tne  way  to  him  was  l^arr'd, 

And  everywhere  he  found  a  harder  lot :' 

It  seem'd  as  Fate  a  single  vengeance  wreak'd 

On  hnn  for  follies  of  a  score  of  lives. 

Vet  when  he  came  amongst  us  in  the  West, 

Altho'  his  shaggy  hair  was  streakt  with  gray, 

He  spoke  like  some  fresh-hearted,  plu-kv  boy, 

Read_\-  for  new  adventure  anywhere. 

A  surly,  thwarted,  hopeless  sec  we  were. 

Str.'.nded  in  that  barren  mining-camp. 

But  soon  for  him  we  found  a  welcome  place, 

Won  oxe-  by  tl;e  wholesome,  cheery  way. 

He  .settled  down  to  that  rough  life  of  ours. 

lie  work'd  with  me  a  wasted  season  through 

Tpon  the  poorest  claim  of  one  i)oor  creek, 

With  temper  cool  and  even  ail  the  while, 

And  when  I  had  no  heart  to  sing  he'd  siiig 

And  twang  on  his  old  Inujn  by  the  file 

To  drive  away  the  loneliness  of  night  : 

He  had  tlie  knack  somehow  to  make  hie  feel 
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That  any  luck  was  go(xl  enough  for  us, 
That  with  it  all  a  man  could  \)g  a  man 
And  come  up  sh.iliiig  from  the  hardest  blow 
That  Kate  knew  how  to  give.      Poor  old  Jack  ! 
We  loved  him  for  his  sunn}-,  careless  ways, 
And  there  was  no  better  fellow  in  the  West  ! 
The  fever  'twas  that  took  him  off  at  last, 
And  in  the  shifting  sands  we  burie     him. 
We  roll'd  a  boulder  there  to  mark  his  grave, 
And  on  it  scrawl'd  his  name  and  when  he  died. 
But  made  no  show  of  .service  over  him. 
For  there  was  no  man  of  us  could  .say  a  word. 
Vet  when  the  rest  had  gone  I  linger'd  .still. 
And  .sat  upon  that  old,  striated  stone 
To  stare  in  stolid  moot!  against  the  West, 
Wherein  the  ruddy  Sun  had  sunken  low  :  — 
Sat  'brooding  on  the  tangle  of  our  lives. 
That  seem  so  gone  awry  and  objectless. 
Till  out  of  che  wreck  of  unrelated  things 
( )ne  of  the  moments  came  that  come  to  me 
Hrifting  loose  from  Time,  and  wonderful 
With  alien  fragrance  and  Klysian  airs. 
While  absently  I  mutter'd  words  of  him, 
Witle.ss  for  all  I  know— but  no  one  knows  : 
'  His  drow.sy  .spirit  dreams  of  me,  '  I  said, 
"  Among  the  outer  glades  of  Paradise  '  ' 
And  I  aro.se,  yet  ere  I  went  awa> , 
I'lKju  that  grave,  for  lack  of  better  tiling, 
I  planted  cactut,  for  a  covering. 
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FORTY 


I. 


DILLV,  I  seem  this  late  October  day 
^     To  hear  the  toll  of  some  dull-throated  bell  ! 
They're  calling  time  on  me,  and  the  game's  to  play 
But  what  the  hell,  Bill— what  the  hell  ! 


11. 


Let  me  alone  awhile  !  I  want  to  stay 

Unanxious  for  an  hour  o'er  what's  ahead  : 

I'll  make  no  vow  at  forty  ;  this  birthday 
We'll  give  to  memories  of  the  Past  instead. 


III. 


Turn  back  thirty  years  !     Sit  down  and  try 
To  call  the  times  we  had,  the  things  we  said. 

The  fresh  sweet  taste  of  life  so  long  gone  by, 
When  you  and  I  and  Dick,  and  others  dead, 


IV. 


Made  great  romance  beneath  a  Western  sky, 
Living  thro'  all  the  Seasons  pre.sently  : 

Then  was  no  Past,  and  for  the  Future— why 
That  was  a  treasure-cave  of  things  to  be. 


Now  you  have  won  a  name  and  places  high. 

And  little  Dick  has  grown  so  great  and  gray 
The  luckier  ones  are  seen  no  more,  while  I 

Go  wandering  an  unprofitable  way. 


VI. 


Last  year,  at  Ottawa,  I  imud  Noel. 

After  each  story  that  you  told,  would  say, 
Sipping  old  brand  v  in  that  hum  hotel, 

"  La  \ie  est  tristc,  moii  brave — .soyons  gai  !  " 


VII. 


And  that's  a  song  for  all,  when  all  is  .said  : 

Billy.  I'd  like  to  be  in  .some  cafe 
With  .some  of  those    hoice  fellows  that  you've  led 

And  put  a  pu:    le  hnish  to  this  day. 


VIII. 


Tho'  Lm  h  ,  inky  pessimist,  nor  bred. 

When  I  am  hurt,  to  howl  against  the  sky. 

Vet  there  be  times  I  turn  a  troubled  head, 
And  for  one  hour  of  rich  abandon  sigh. 

IX. 

Rut  let  it  go  !     To  all  I've  had  to  say 

Hear  that  dull-throated  bell  make  one  reply  ! 

Half-time  is  call'd  for  me,  and  the  game's  to  play, 
And  still  I've  made  no  score — no  .score — yet  I 

y 

Have  many  dreams  like  jewels  hid  away. 

And  many  love  me — more  thati  I  can  tell  : 
And  my  heart  is  warm  to  all  my  friends  this  day, — 

So  what  the  hell,  Bill— what  the  hell  ' 
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LOXIC    WOLF    LA  M  I- X  T 


I  \RIXK  it  you  will  to  happy  days 
•^        And  things  to  he — hut  say 
Where  are  the  fellows  I  used  to  know  ' 
Where  are  my  friends  to-day  ? 

Wow  I     I  lear  me  howl  ! 
h'or  Shad  and  Pete  an<l  George  and  Jack 
Who  took  the  long  trail  and  left  no  track  ; 
O  never  a  one  of  them  all  conies  hack, 

And  the  winter-time  is  liere  ! 

Wow  I     Hear  me  howl  ! 
For  Olive  and  June  and  white  Irene, 
And  the  Mexican  Kid  and  little  Corinne  : 
Daughters  of  joy  who  have  not  been  seen 

This  many  and  many  a  year  ! 
I'm  a  lone  old  wolf,  and  I've  lost  my  pack, 

And  the  winter- time  is  here  : 
Wow  I     Hear  me  howl  I 

II. 

Many  are  gay  and  many  are  fair. 
And  some  still  come  at  my  call  : 

But  I've  gone  lame,  and  can  run  no  more, 
So  what's  the  use  of  it  all  ? 

Wow  !     Hear  me  howl  ! 
For  Shad  and  Pete  and  Oeorge  and  Jack 
Who  look  the  long  trail  and  left  no  track  : 
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0  never  a  one  of  them  all  comes  hack, 

And  the  winter-time  is  here  I 

Wow  !     Hear  me  howl  I 
For  Olive  and  June  and  white  Irene. 
And  the  Mexican  Kid  and  little  Corinne  : 
Daughters  of  joy  who  have  not  been  seen 

This  ma!i\-  and  many  a  year  ! 
I'm  a  lone  old  wolf  and  I've  lost  my  pack, 

And  the  winter-time  is  here  : 
Wow  !     Hear  me  howl  I 

III. 

1  dream'd  last  night  I  ran  with  them 
Under  a  gold-red  sky, 

Where  the  mountains  rose  from  the  green  prairie 
And  I  woke  and  wisht  to  die. 

Wow  !     Hear  me  howl  I 
For  vShad  and  Pete  and  (korge  and  Jack 
Who  took  the  long  trail  and  left  no  track  : 
O  never  a  one  of  them  all  comes  back, 

And  the  winter-time  is  here  I 

Wow  I     Hear  me  howl  ' 
For  Olive  and  June  and  white  Irene, 
And  the  Mexican  Kid  and  little  Corinne  : 
Daughters  of  joy  who  have  not  been  seen 

This  many  and  many  a  year  I 
I'm  a  lone  okl  wolf  and  I've  lost  my  pack, 

And  the  winter-time  is  here  I 
Wow  I     Hear  me  howl  ! 


[iSi] 


IV. 

Drink  if  you  will,  and  drink  on  ine  ! 
But  this  is  the  toast  I  give  : 

Live  hard  with  your  pack  and  live  yourselves  out- 
Then  ask  no  more  to  live. 

Wow  !     Hear  me  howl  ! 
For  Shad  and  Pete  and  (ieorge  and  Jack 
Who  took  the  long  trail  and  left  no  track  : 
O  never  a  one  of  them  all  comes  back, 

And  the  winter- time  is  here  ! 

Wow  !     Hear  me  howl  ! 
For  Olive  and  June  and  white  Irene, 
And  the  Mexican  Kid  and  little  Corinne  : 
Daughters  of  joy  who  have  not  been  seen 

This  many  and  many  a  year  ! 
I'm  a  lone  old  wolf  and  I've  lost  my  pack, 

And  the  winter-time  is  here  ! 
W^ow  !     Hear  me  howl  ! 


[182] 


CHINATOWN    CHANT 


I  GO  down  to  Dupont  Street 
A      See  my  very  good  friend  : 
I  have  something  good  to  eat 

With  my  very  good  friend  : 
Feel  damblue  and  want  somt'  fun, 
Play  fantau  with  Wun  Fat  Bun, 
He  think  me  just  Numlx:r  One, 

He  my  very  good  friend. 

Yum  poi — I  no  care  ! 
Yum  poi — you  no  care. 
Sometime  good  time  alia  time  maybe  ! 
We  no  care — yum  poi  ! 

II. 
Hello,  how  do,  come  in,  sit  down  ! 

You  my  very  good  friend  ! 
You  come  best  place  in  Chinatown, 

You  my  very  good  friend  ! 
Too  much  cold  and  rain  in  street. 
You  look  sick,  me  stand  you  treat, 
Fix  up  something  good  to  eat 

For  my  very  good  friend. 

Yum  poi — I  no  care  ! 
Yum  poi — you  no  care  ! 
Sometime  good  time  alia  time  maybe  ! 
We  no  care — yum  poi  ! 
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in. 

Si><)se  you  like  some  extra  dry, 

You  my  very  ^otxl  friend  : 
Spose  you  like  some  mo-goo-Kai, 

You  my  very  ^ood  friend  I 
l-'ine  chop-suey,  ^uy-see-min^?, 
Hamboo-stick  in  chicken-wing, 
Mushroom  stew  with  everything 
l*'or  my  very  good  friend. 

Yum  poi — I  no  care  ! 
Yum  poi — you  no  care  I 
.Sometime  good  time  alia  time  maybe  ! 
We  no  care — yum  jxh  ! 


IV. 

Plenty  eat  and  plenty  drink 

For  my  very  good  friend  ! 
You  stay  here  all  night  I  think, 

You  my  very  good  friend  ! 
I  lock  fast  big  outside  door, 
Have  best  time  you  had  before, 
Sing-song  girlie  come  some  more 

For  my  very  good  friend. 

Yum  poi — I  no  care  ! 
Yum  poi — you  no  care  ! 
Sometime  good  time  alia  time  maybe  ! 
We  no  care — yum  poi  ! 
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V. 

SiiiR  song  Kirlit'  dance  for  you. 

vSing,  my  very  gcxxl  friend  I 
No  more  now  you  feel  damhlue. 

Sing,  my  very  good  friend  ' 
T(X)  much  drink  and  too  much  fun 
Just  enough  for  Numljer  One. 
Vou  know  nothing  when  you  done, 

O  my  very  good  friend  ! 

Vum  poi— I  no  care  ! 
Vum  j)oi — you  no  care  ! 
Sometime  good  time  alia  time  mayl>e  ! 
We  no  care  —yum  p<ji  ! 
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LAUGHTER 


GLORY  be,  the  corner  is  turn'd, 
And  we've  given  the  slip  to  the  slim  Hoodoo! 
Come,  Moriarty,  I  think  we've  earn'd 

The  right  to  loaf,  don't  you? 
Our  score  is  paid,  and  we've  money  galore, 
Enough  to  last  us  a  month  or  more, 

And  never  a  thing  to  do  ! 
You're  hungry  you  say  ?     Well,  I  am  too, 
But  stroll  this  way  for  half  a  mile, 
Sure  the  sun  is  good  this  afternoon, 
Good  for  a  pasty-faced  gossoon, 

Like  you,  d'ye  hear,  Moriarty  ! 
Aye,  'tis  a  blessed  afternoon 
For  you,  you  pasty-faced  gossoon  ! 
I'm  talking  too  loud  ?     Go  on— go  on  ! 

I  know  what  I'm  doing  I  tell  you  ! 
You're  hungry  you  say— you  want  to  eat? 
Well,  I'm  at  home  on  Easy  Street, 
And  I'll  show  you  a  tavern  to  your  taste- 
To  your  taste,  d'ye  hear,  Moriarty  ! 

•i-  :(-,  -^  *  *  * 

Aw,  take  your  time,  boy,  what's  the  haste? 
There,  where  you  see  that  ugly  baste 

Ayont  the  Barbecue, 
Where  the  lettering  is  half  arased, 

'Twas  gold  when  it  was  new. 

[i86] 


Make  out  that  name  there  if  you  can 
With  your  cock-eye  :    The  Black-and-  Tan  : 
That's  it  :   'tis  kept  by  a  Mexican, 

And  that's  where  wc  dine,  Moriarty  ! 
It  has  a  long  deep-rafter'd  room 
In  the  Mission  style  ;  'tis  a  man's  room. 
An  sure  you'll  like  this  Mexican, 
A  fellow  to  follow  a  light  amour, 
A  picaroon  and  a  troubadour, 

Much  of  your  sort,  Moriarty  ! 

Hey  Miguel  !    Come  hear  me  tell 

This  hungry  friend  of  mine 
How  this  place  of  yours  is  for  epicures 
Who  like  a  shady  place  to  dine  ! 
See  this  long  deep-rafter'd  room. 
Half  alight  and  half  in  gloom. 
And  yonder  a  cactus  red  in  bloom, 

Just  to  your  taste,  Moriarty  ! 
Somehow  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  Yvette  : 
You  remember — little  Yvette  ? 
Will  you  ever  forget  that  night  when  she  trackt  us 
Into  the  old  Savoy,  and  cried 
For  us  to  take  her  East  again. 
And  we  hadn't  the  price — and  then— and  then — 
Alright,  Miguel,  by  the  window  here  : 
Little  Yvette — poor  little  Yvette — 

She  always  was  fond  of  a  cactus  ! 

Yes  beer,  Moriarty,  beer  ! 
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Then  order  whatever  you  wish— a  dish 

Of  chowder,  perhaps  a  sole  ; 
But  of  things  come  far  and  things  come  near 
I  fancy  an  onion  omelette 
With  bacon  on  the  side  ! 
Or  what  d'ye  say  to  a  steak  Creole 
With  a  sweet  potato  fried  ? 
Vou  like  these  things  done  Spanish, 
And  it  isn't  a  Friday  yet ; 
New  raisins  then  and  a  pint  of  port 
To  finish  on  ;  they  say  'tis  good 
To  iron  the  blood  of  a  broken  sport, 

And  they  keep  it  here  in  the  wood. 
O  very  well,  you  know  your  cue  ! 
Yes,  that  will  be  all,  Miguel,  thank  you. 

But  see  that  'tis  hot  and  Spanish  ! 
And  now  while  I  roll  me  a  cigarette 
Tune  up  that  old  guitar 
And  sing  while  we  wait,  Moriarty  ! 
Sing  new  songs,  and  sing  till  you  banish 
Out  of  my  brain  this  vain  regret  ; 

Sure  that's  what  you're  for,  Moriarty  ! 
Sing  new  songs  to  that  old  guitar 
Of  things  come  near  and  things  come  far. 
While  I  forget,  forget,  forget, 
Watching  the  rings  from  my  cigarette 
Rise  to  the  rafters  and  vanish  : 

-^  -.^  *  *  *  * 

Watching  the  rings  !     How  each  of  them  alters  ! 
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I'*ach  of  them  alters  and  alters — and  alters — 
Moriarty  ! — see  I — they're  swinging  like  halters 
Just  over  our  heads  as  they  clinih  I 
And  after — and  after — and  after — 
Christ  I  hear  that  devilish  laughter — 
That  devilish  gurgle  and  laughter  ! 
And  there  I — see  there  how  each  rafter 
Is  red — dripping  red  all  the  time  I 

No,  no,  Miguel — I'm  well,  man — I'm  well  ! 

My  nerves  that's  all — 'tis  passing — this  spell  : 

Moriarty  can  tell — there's  nothing  to  tell  ! 

Roll  me  another  cigarette, 

And  sing,  damn  you  !     Sing  and  forget 
That  laughter — that  laughter — hereafter  ! 
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VOL AN  A 


THKRlv'S  a  by  road  the  saints  fear, 
And  tlie  wizards  seek  in  vain  ; 
Ayont  the  day  'tis  cjuite  near, 
Yet  the  way  of  it  is  too  (lueer 

For  me  to  make  it  plain  ; 
But  we  find  our  track  by  the  Zodiac, 

Then  a  body  parts  in  twain, 
And  we  be  lift  in  a  mode  to  the  mere 
Mass  a  madness  vain, 
A  dream  or  delusion  vain. 

Yolmia  avie  avie  avie  ! 
Yolana  vekana  vor  ! 


W^ 


II. 

But  what  and  O  what  may  the  mass  know 

Of  the  things  that  are  done  of  us? 
On  the  round  hill  where  we  go 
To  bide  our  time  in  the  pale  glow 

For  Yolana  marvellous  ? 
And  visions  evoke  by  sweet  smoke 

And  breathings  tremulous  ? 
Nay,  the  sound  of  words  may  not  show 

The  things  that  are  done  of  us— 

Remotely  done  of  us  ! 

Yolana  avie  avie  avie  ! 
Yolana  vekana  vor  ! 
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III. 
A  gold  star  in  the  West  glow'd 

Thro'  a  night  obscurely  clear  ; 
'Tvvas  the  dry  time  when  the  winds  bode 
Thro'  the  tree- tops,  and  the  tree-toad 

Answers  eerily  ; 
The  dwarf  came  with  the  swart  name 

A-whispering  in  my  ear  ; 
And  I  nodded  and  took  the  by-road 
Thro'  the  night  obscurely  clear 
As  a  smoky-topaz  is  clear. 

Yolana  avie  avie  avie  ! 
Yolana  vekana  vor  ! 

IV. 

Where  the  lone  pine-tree  flings 

A  ragged  shadow  down 
We  light  the  fire,  and  the  dwarf  sings 
To  keep  away  the  bad  things 

That  glimmer  about  and  frown. 
As  we  mix  the  wine  and  make  the  sign 

They  made  in  the  sunken  town  : — 
Then  O  a  glory  of  light  wings 

Bearing  Yolana  down  ! 

Yolana  avie  avie  avie  ! 
Yolayia  vekana  vor  ! 


But  what  and  O  what  may  the  mass  know 
Of  the  things  that  are  done  of  us  ? 
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On  the  round  hill  where  we  go 
To  slumber  in  the  pale  glow 

Of  planets  pendulous  ? 
And  out  of  the  skies  materialize 

Yolana  marvellous  i* 
Nay.  the  sound  of  words  may  not  show 

The  things  that  are  done  of  us — 

Remotely  done  of  us  ! 

Yolana  azi'c  a  vie  a  vie  ! 
Yolana  vekaiia  vor  ! 

VI. 

O  the  twinkling  stones  of  faery 

When  Yolana  comes  ! 
All  set  in  the  greenest  jewelry, 
While  the  magic  smoke  goes  bluely 

From  the  burning  magic  gums  ! 
And  we  troll  the  chants  in  a  ghost-dance 

To  the  monotone  of  drums, 
Till  we  lapse  for  sheer  enchantery 

When  Yolana  comes  ! 

Yolana  avie  avie  avie  ! 
Yolana  vekana  vor  ! 
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IN    AMBER    LANDS 

F  R  A  C.  M  E  N  T  S 
I. 

IN  a  luminous  valley  once  I  awoke 
To  the  sound  of  amber  lutes  ; 
And  I  ate  of  the  bread  of  the  Romany  folk, 
With  elvish  herbs  and  savory  roots, 

And  I  drank  of  the  innocent  wines 
Made  by  their  maidens  from  mandarin  fruits 
Pluckt  from  low-lying  luxurious  vines 
In  the  somnolent  heart  of  the  valley. 

And  the  Romany  folk  have  a  simple  creed  : 
To  make  with  their  hands  whatever  they  need, 

And  to  live  and  be  kind  in  the  Sun  : 
To  be  one  with  the  good  brown  Earth,  and  eat 
Good  things  the  Sun  has  shone  upon 

Till  they  be  ripe  and  sweet : 
And  watch  the  flocks  meanwhile  that  feed 

In  the  blue  up-lands  of  the  valley. 

And  aptly  enough  they  sow  and  spin 

In  manner  of  antique  industry, 

And  metals  they  mold  and  various  glass 

And  motley  pottery. 
Taught  by  priests  of  a  gentle  class 

In  league  with  pale  high  Powers, 
For  whom  they  have  builded  singular  towers 


In  a  grove  of  cypress  trees,— 
Towers  of  granite  and  bronze,  wherein 
Magic  they  make  and  medicine, 
Or  busied  with  their  dim  auguries 
The  hollows  of  space  and  cycles  immense 
They  measure  with  intricate  instruments. 

But  I  mind  how  more  it  pleasur'd  me 
In  the  drowsy  grass  for  hours  and  hours 
To  lie  with  the  faintly-conscious  flowers, 

Far  up  on  the  slope  of  the  valley  ; 
Or  run  with  the  younger  Romany  folk, 

So  handsome  and  sturdy  they  be, 
At  play  in  a  forest  of  maple  and  oak, 

A-romping  healthily — 
A-romping  unkempt  and  all  at  their  ease, 
And  kindly  under  the  kindly  trees 
Doing  whatever  and  ever  they  please 

Consistent  with  courtesy. 

O  in  youth  I  sail'd  unusual  seas, 
And  still  I  recall  me  lands  like  these, 
Where  they  do  whatever  they  please,  dear  Lord, 
Whatever  and  ever  they  please  ! 


II 


Roaming  I  met  the  gentle  maid 
Whom  forest- folk  and  hunters  call 
The  Chatelaine  of  Ronzival. 
'Twas  under  a  cliff  in  the  everglade 
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Where  the  icy  waters  bubble  forth  ; 
In  velvet  green  was  she  array'd 
After  the  fashion  of  the  North  : 
O  gentle  maid,  for  thy  heart's  ease 
Venture  with  me  far  over  the  seas  I 

There  is  a  room  in  Ronzival 
Rich  with  bronze,  and  panell'd  all 

In  oak  grown  dull  with  time  ; 
About  the  lancet  windows  there 

Masses  of  ivy  climb  ; 
And  some  few  roses,  fair  O  fair, 
Wave  in  the  Northern  summer  air  ! 

The  Sun  was  sinking  thro'  the  pines, 

While  I  was  guest  of  the  Chatelaine  ; 

Ruddily  in  slanting  lines 

Thro'  each  lancet  window-pane 

It  lit  the  panell'd  inner  wall 

Of  that  room  in  Ronzival, 

With  its  bronze  and  quaint  designs 

And  stilted  things  armorial  : 

O  gentle  maid,  for  thy  heart's  ease, 

\'enture  with  me  far  over  the  seas  ! 

At  table  by  a  window-seat 

The  gentle  maid  sat  long  with  me, 

And  shyly  of  her  courtesy 

She  bade  me  drink  and  eat  ; 
Out  of  a  hammer' d  silver  dish 
She  chose  me  cakes  and  comfits  fine, 


[^95] 


ifryv ' 


From  a  twisted  llagon  dra^onish 
Slit'  ix)tir'(l  me  amber  wine. 

O  K^-title  maid,  our  j;ame  is  play'd, 
Tile  dragon  is  calling,  calling  I  — 
While  over  the  cliffs  in  the  everj;lade 

The  lonely  waters  falling; 
Hlaiich  at  the  sound,  and  shiver  afraid,— 

Aye,  'tis  the  dragon  calling  ! 

With  chilling  breath  and  bitter  rime 
Cometh  soon  the  winter  time  : 
Ah,  see  how  she  has  grown  so  frail, 
Her  form  so  slight,  her  face  so  pale  ! 
The  hoary  giants  of  Niflfelheim 

Will  take  her  craftily. 
And  in  a  vault  with  marble  stay'd, 
Where  long- forgotten  saints  have  pray'd, 
Her  delicate  body  will  be  laid, 

Cover'd  with  greenery  : 
While  down  the  ragged  silver  steep 
Where  the  gnomish  waters  creep 
Somnolent,  sonorous,  deep, 

With  her  ancient  friends 
Lost  to  thee  her  soul  shall  sleep 

Till  the  legend  ends  ! 
Nay,  gentle  maid,  for  thy  heart's  ease, 
Venture  with  me  far  over  the  seas. 
And  we  shall  go  free  of  their  wizard  hands, 
Away  and  away  in  the  amber  lauds  ! 
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III. 

I-Voiii  M<)/.aiiihi(|Uf  I  sought  Zamhar 

Oil  hoard  an  old  felucca  : 
And  ni^'li  the  Mos(iuc  in  the  Moon  Ha/.aar 

I  KOt  nic  a  chanted  hookah  : 
Its  outer  ImjwI  was  all  inscribed 
With  jjolden  deniasceneries  ; 
Themes  I  think  to  be  founded  on 
The  amorous  sours  of  Solomon, 

Or  Paynim  mysteries  ; 
But  the  learned  Moulah  whom  I  bribed 

Gave  me  no  meaninj^  of  these  : 
Only,  observing  the  courtesies. 
To  me  he  show'd,  while  the  fire  in  it  glow'd, 

A  mainier  of  takinjj  my  ease  ; 
From  the  worry  of  life,  with  its  folly  and  strife, 

A  marvellous  good  surcease. 
And  the  years  have  come,  and  the  years  have  flown, 

But  the  hookah  still  hath  power  ; 
And  many  a  scintilating  hour 
I  win  in  the  midst  of  miseries, 
vSmoking  aright  in  the  manner  unknown. 

Observing  the  courtesies. 
For  then— O  the  soul  of  me  understands 
My  ways  lead  into  the  amber  lands, 
A  vagabond  here,  if  you  plea.se — among  these — 
But  a  rover  by  right  iu  the  amber  lauds. 

I  have  my  chanted  hookah  still, 

But  now,  wuen  its  fragrant  bowl  I  fill, 
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And  its  dreamful  smoke  I  draw  and  blow, 

Watching  it  go — slow — so — 

Round  and  round  the  carbuncle  glow — 

0  then  I  remember  things  like  these, 
How  in  youth  I  sail'd  unusual  seas, 

And  I  would  a-roving  go. 

1  have  my  chanted  hookah  still. 

But  the  core  of  the  world  has  not  been  seen, 
And  lands  unknown  yet  lie  between 

The  roots  of  Ygdrasil. 
Anu  what  of  that  garden  Hesperides, 

Forgotten  this  long,  long  while  ? 
And  the  palmy  cliffs  of  Hy-Brasil 

And  good  Saint  Brendan's  Isle? 
And  they  tell  in  Arabian  histories 
Of  venUirings  to  ravish  me. 
And  delectable  zones  of  heathenry 

Down  under  the  Lost  Indies  ! 
But  I — I  would  know  of  their  verity. 

And  to  what  each  tale  alludes, 
So  I  will  again  to  the  solitudes. 

And  the  winds  I  will  be  loving, 
And  leave  these  weary  latitudes 

And  for  the  love  of  God  go  roving  : 
For  O  the  soul  of  me  understands 
My  wa\'s  lead  into  the  amber  lands, — 
A  vagabond  here,  if  you  please — among  these- 
But  a  rover  by  right  ic  the  amber  lands. 
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THE   LAST   SONG 

z. 

LONE,  Heart,  lone  ! 
And  the  Gates  are  barr'd  above  ! 
O  Heart  with  my  Heart  alone  ! 
Love  ! 

II. 

Cease,  Heart,  cease ! 

For  the  last  red  embers  gleam  ! 
O  Heart  from  thy  sorrow  cease  ! 
Dream  ! 

III. 

Still,  Heart,  still  ! 

God's  night  is  round  us  deep  ! 
O  Heart  to  my  Heart  lie  still ! 
Sleep  ! 
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NOTES 
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■ '  F  E  Y  " 

Fey:  literally  "On  the  way,"  •  Death-lMnin,!.'-  A  Saxon 
wonl  denoting  a  Celtic  nuxxl.  One  who  not  only  reali/t  s  him- 
self  on  the  inevitable  way,  hnt  through  some  unusual  experience 
in  some  instant  of  Time,  has  wakened  to  an  alien,  inexplicable 
Kxistence  that  leaves  him  hewil.lere.l.  foolishly  indifferent, 
madly  impersonal,  to  the  concerns  of  Life.  To  the  Highlander 
the  full  meaning  of  the  term  is  not  expressed  in  either  of  the 
following  passages,  but  it  lurks  Ix-tween  them  : 

"The  Scotch  peasants  have  a  word  that  might  In-  applied  to 
every  existence.  In  their  legends  they  give  '  Fey  '  to  the  frame 
of  mind  of  a  man  who,  notwithstanding  all  his  efforts,  notwith- 
standing all  help  and  advice,  is  forced  by  some  irresistible  iin- 
inilse  towards  some  inevitable  catastrophe.  It  is  thus  that 
James  I— the  James  of  Catherine  Douglas— was  '  fey  '  when  he 
went,  notwithstanding  the  terrible  omens  of  earth,  heaven  and 
hell,  to  spend  the  Christmas  holidays  in  the  gloomy  ca.stle  of 
Perth,  where  his  assassin,  the  traitor  Rol)ert  Graeme,  lay  in 
wait  for  him."— Maurice  Maeterlinck. 

"A  mermaid  had  once  met  a  piper  on  Sandag  beach,  and 
there  sang  to  him  a  long,  bright  midsummer's  night,  so  that  in 
the  morning  he  was  found  stricken  crazy,  and  from  thencefor- 
ward, till  the  day  he  died,  said  only  one  form  of  words  ;  what 
they  were  in  the  original  Gaelic  I  cannot  tell,  but  thev  were 
thus  translated  :  "Ah  !  the  sweet  singing  out  of  the  .sea  !  '  "— 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
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I,  ()  N  KSOM  K    H  A  R 

"  Tripk'  j(ol(len  years  "— (Third  stanza,  fifth  line.) — The 
Khjudike  pnld-nish,  the  {.greatest  in  history,  took  place  from 
1897  to  1900,  (lurinj.;  which  period  the  Canadian  North  yielded 
about  one  himdred  million  dollars  in  placer  gold. 

"On  a  lay."  —  (Sixth  stanza,  first  line.) — A  phra.se  orijjin- 
atinj.;  perhajis  with  the  sealers  of  Rehring  Sea.  with  whom  it 
meant  an  allowance,  in  lieu  of  wages,  of  a  certain  percentage  of 
the  salue  of  seal-skins  secured  by  the  hunters.  In  mining 
parlance,  to  '  work  a  claitn  on  a  lay  "  meant  to  have  an  agreed 
percentage  of  the  clean-u])  or  output. 

"I  niush'd  along."  —  (Ninth  stanza,  fifth  line.) — Mush  — 
mush  on — corruption  of  I'rcnch  Canadiati  "marchons," — the 
travelling  word  for  men  and  dogs  throughout  the  Canadian 
North  and  Abiska. 

"Sourdough." — (Twenty-first  stanz.a,  second  line.) — Early 
prospectors  in  mining  regions  of  the  Far  West  carried  with 
them  a  lump  of  sour-dough,  in  lieu  of  yea.st,  for  making  camp- 
bread,  and  were  dubbed  "sourdoughs."  In  the  Yukon,  how- 
ever, the  term  was  generally  apjilied  to  those  who  had  spent 
an  entire  winter  in  that  region  during  the  first  years  of  the 
gold-rush. 

"  Macati  Diaoul^I'eishta-Mor. "  —  (Thirty-sixth  stanza,  third 
line.) — Gaelic,  meaninj^  "  The  offspring  of  Satan — the  Great 
Beast." 
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"  THK    DAMOZKI,   OF    OOOM." 

"  The  peace  of  a  thousand  years.' 
"  The  Ahlwtgave  me  much  instruction  in  matters  .,f  reliKion 
One  .lay    m  a  .l.scourse  on  fun.lamental  virtue,  which  I  foun.l 
.hfficult,  he  touched  at  some  length  on  the  nature  an.l  con.Ii- 
t.ons  of  Hell.     And   I  rememl>er.   in  .lescrihiuK  those  regions 
of  Hell  which  underlie  the  Paradi.se  of  the  West   he  stated    inci 
dentally,  that  souls  are  only  loose.l  therefrom  hv  exhau.stion  of 
tlie  livid,  lund  or  dark  emotions  that  keej)  them  there-hvthat 
an.l  the  rc-awkeninK  of  .lesires.      Ry  some  of  these  desires  the 
souls  are  .Irawn  outwar.l  to  Karth  ajrain.  while  IhrouKh  others 
m..re  subtle  an.l  fine,  they  pass  into  the  Para.lise  .,f  the  West 
as  naturally  as  a  Initterfly  ri.ses  from  the  chrvsalis.     Hut  Inviny 
attained  this  state,  an.l  feeling  supieme  relief  from  recent  pain 
an.    horror,  they  are  prone  to  remain  inactive,  hecn.e  letharmc 
an.l  are  .s.>on  overcome  l.y  the  delicious  atUDsphere  of  the  pi  ,ce' 
Ami  thus  they  lie  peacefully  intoxicate.!  for  a  thousan.l  vears' 
Then  their  lives  en.l.     Rut  the  root  essence  of  them  all   'l   was 
told,  IS  drawn  uiK)n  aKain  t,y  influences  .-ver  seeking  occasion  for 
nicarnati.,,,.     An.l  so,  in  Limbo,  awaiting  the  birth  conditi.,ne.l 
b>   their  .livers  natures,  they  an.l  all  manner  of  planetarv  life 
remain  in  suspen.se,  like  to  the  clou.ls  in  the  skv.  which  await 
opportunity   for  return  to  Karth   in  en.lless  .Ir.ms  .,f  rain  ••_ 
TAg  Teaching  of  Tao. 
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